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Chapter One 


‘The North Sea didn’t care for the steamer Cargaggia. Rather 
than help it on its way, it dogged the small ship with high waves 
and dreadful winds. Were nature's ill will not enough, strange 
sounds issued from the second, supposedly empty, cargo hold, 
as if something large and living stumbled about inside, moan- 
ing like a confused, lost ghost. 

“Who's there?” Sven called into the vast space as he crouched 
on the steel steps, He tried to sound authoritative, bue all he 
felt was small. The hollow space dwarfed him, like the dark 
womb of a metal goddess. Even his thick voice seemed tiny as 
it reverberated off the hull, tinier still as it faded into a ringing 
that mixed with roaring sea. 

If a stowaway was making the sounds, he didn’t answer, But, 
Sven thought with a sigh, why would he? 

He brought his hurricane lamp deeper into the dark, Being 
@ crew member on a steamer was a nuisance, but Nature had 
made his brain ill-suited for book learning, She made up for 
that by giving him sharp eyesight, a strong, broad back, and 
strong arms, 

“Hello?” Sven cried again. More echoes, 

Only a fool would answer, 

The Cargagyia was a small steamer, propelled by twin diesels, 
delayed on the last leg of its regular route from Egypt to 
England. One of its two holds was filled with cotton, but this 
i Supposedly held only rats. An earlier storm had forced 
d ae , 

"m into Bremerhaven, a German Port, where they picked up 
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guely human. But what sore yoo" heye. tM 


Maybe he was sick, 
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answered Svents cries, some , 
d, 60 he doused the lamp and fell «i... 
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lent in thea 





M * 1B in 
instead of shouting like an idiot, he 9.1" dune 
‘is breathing and adjuse his eyes yo then "ving y 
n the stecl stairs, keeping his ba dat, ye 


nce i 
footsteps to the loud crash of the wa, a Jocking 


sound. hide 
DP By the time he reached the stect plate-and-rivy 
 eesighe came round. He could make our the oy 
bare crates here, remainders of their last shipmaee Stile 
Gisinguish one section of high wall from anoint 4° 
He heard a light scampering he instantly reco, 
burthen, to his right, came a far heavier scraping 
like thick cloth tight against skin. Sven f 
simple ruse had worked. Who said Svc 
Wasstrong and smart, He waited a few moments More, t 
Point the stowaway’s location, then tir 
eontemplating yet another devious plan 
Hed light a match, quickly, our of nowhere 
frighten the stowaway into submission, maybe ever 
Pisshimself, Sven laughed inwardly at the look 
the poor fellow’s (or woman's?) face. 
He slipped the matchbox from his trouser pocket and slid 
ipltasingle stick. There was more scraping, He could even heat 
breathing, deep and regular, He assumed from the deep sound 
it Wasa man, and nor a small man, either, This didnt 
he was six feet himself, very wide, and he would 
of surprise, 


0F, hi 


BNized a6 a rap 
and a rustling 
smiled, tickled thae fy 


n could nor think i 





toed toward hin 


That would 
n make him 


he imagined on 
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: ike 
so, his heartbeat quit 
ae give himself away. Te complete his ad 
ashy he'd have to light the match in one stroke, 
ee soe shout, long, and loud. ip tee: 
Peasy English fiends sa, a7 with ib 
_. two... three. «+ strike! s 
ae he match-head flared into a white cnde are 
ising, 
fio washed everything ino bright nothing, fedimmed quiei 
rear teady flame, but the shout Sven planned on making 


i » as 
aver oceurred, It stuck like an apple lodged in his throae 


his sharp eyes went wide. 
“The stowaway was taller than Sven by 
{ arms, white as a corpse, stood in sharp relief 


at least a head. The 


skin of its face anc 
black clothes. Impossibly, the top of its head 


from its worn, t 
was completely flac, covered with a smattering of freshly grown 
black hair. The skull came to a nearly straight edge and sud: 

denly dropped down at a right angle into a broad, flat forehead, 
Ar the edge where forchead met skullcap, on the right, Sven 
caughe the glint of three metal bolts, one large, two smaller, 
that seemed to hold the top of the skull in place like the lid on 
a ghoulish box, The brow was heavy, Neanderthal-like, the 
cheeks sunken, One sallow check carried a wide burn-scar, but 
there were many other scars on it as well, some thin, with stitch 
marks pinching the skin together. On either side of its neck, 


also glinting, twin metallic protrusions rose. 





fire victim, was the first thought Sven had. Hideous, was 
the second. 


It was also the last. 

The sudden light had disturbed it, the tiny flame at the end 
of the matchstick more so. It growled and lashed out, 

There had been many men in Sven's life: father, friends, 


mentors, teammates, rivals, and, of course, those unseen masters 


who built the civilized world in which he was forced to live. It 








d the body a very long 
: When it did, che mon 


found lying about the massive 


shiver, burned 
‘nora, op | Misshapen boul. 


like lightning. 


Bind ee aking him 


¢ watchtower shook, then 


3 Iders, loosed ftom ancient 
in 
“@ into one another, making a loud dull sound, 


ELightning, rain, and thunder. death was just like 


‘downpour he caught a glimpse of the woman 
prom the dead, to be his friend. She twitched 
b and hissed at the collapsing world, 

d hissed at him. He remembered 
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feeling the soft back of her gauze 


ing her long, fingers Ry et child gave him 


‘hit 
sce e was as gene 


wrapped hand. f 


ors lips lutered into a brief smile, 


Is building. 
bee eae ‘while all was silent as the grave. Shadow 
or the longes 


din his still-working brain. Faces, feelings, voices 
a ges of a life he'd never 


then he fell and was buried 


plays dane fie - 

aught fleeting ima 
rose and fell. He caughe 
lived, in which he was a person he'd never been. A person, nota 


monster, He hoped this was death and wondered if now every- 
thing would finally stop hurting, ; 

But it didn't. The aching returned. Real rain, wet and cold, 
splattered his face. His heavy eyelids opened and he stared up 
through the cracks at the clouds of a clearing storm. 

This was not the death he'd seen in the graveyard. This was 
not the stillness of bones, the quiet of dried flesh. 

“Frankenstein,” the monster growled, enunciating each sylla- 
ble as if they were separate words. It was one of the few words 
he knew, and the one he hated most. If his maker had lived, 
could he do what the explosion couldn't, make his creature 
really dead? 

Iewould, the monster thought, please them both, 

Not knowing or caring how long he'd been there, he pulled 
himself free from the rubble, then made 
Woods and to the high gates of C. 
hid in the shadows of the old gro 
and peered at the bustling activi 

‘Two coaches waited, imp: 


head of each. Fretful 


his way through the 
astle Frankenstein, There, he 
wth thar lined the stone fence, 
ty in the courtyard. 

atient black horses huffing at the 
J servants stuffed one coach with 

ee ‘occasionally to whisper and cross “hema 
ee ie ad Proper, the maker came, Frankenstein, dour 
ee "a ing his bride, she wrapped in blankets, He hur- 

Y slipped her and himself into the second carriage, 
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he braced himself ag; 
on its back with a c 
threatened to tip it into che dirt 
ice!" an old woman screamed. “You kill 
‘Clinging t© the back of the coach, 
and watched as the woman swatced the ; 
‘her gnarled hands, 
“Quiet yourself, Minnie!” the driver grunted ba 
Heep yourhands off We've hit a ditch s'all” ‘ 
"Aditch, he says, a ditch!” the wome 
likely youive been hitting the spiries! We're 
Split and kill us dead! The baroness will | 
doesn't artive safe and proper!” 
Hegrunted ather, “Ach! Mine, too!” 
ie Baek “Ach! So it wouldn't be a complete wase 
They rode on in silence, trying to catch the first coach, Sit 
Would stop to look for him, the monster slipped 
eX with the rest of the Frankenstein baggage. 





came, 
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have my head if he 
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on its side. 
about. ; 
"Now you 
wheel! We'll miss the ship! 
He heard them move and 
hroug) 


"You've lost a 
done it!” Minnie screeched. “You' 
e do 








1 amber about. Shifting sigh 

peered up, through the carriage’s window where 

nonster 

oe the chubby driver survey ¢ 
“The wheel cracked! What cou! 


he damage. 
Id’ve done that? The baggage 





t heavy!” : 
Bega look inside, the monster pulled the boxes and 


rough canvas bags over himself. He waited through the. aight 
and most of the next day. After hours of hammering, nailing, 
and the old woman's invectives, the wagon was righted and 
they started to move again, but slower now, and with a distinct 
wobble, 

By the time they reached the port town of Bremerhaven, the 
monster understood from Minnie’s shouts that Frankenstein 
was gone. 

“What are they going to do in London without their 
What are they 
most important thing of all, me” 

“Thing is right,” the coachman mumbled tiredly. “Stay here 
and watch the coach. I'll go see if | : 





things?” she screeched, 





going to do without the 





can find us another ship 


heading out, The dock master’s a friend of the barons, The old 
baron, anyway.” 


“Run away, 
murdered by so: 
she called, 


then! You'd be happy to leave me here to be 
me mangy thief what’ after their belongings!” 
“Ifhe made sure you were 
to turn him in!” he shouted 
distance, 
“Well,” 


dead first, I wouldn't feel obliged 
back, his gruff yoice thinned by 


she said to herself. “At least the monster's dead and 












the poor baroness’ nightmare, 
1¢ deat $0 distressed, like sj 

slike she's g 
sheis. «such alook in her gy 
ond, she didn't even know Who I way 
speech was lost in a lowering g 
d prayers as Minnie, worn from: joe 










































her quiet, the monster slipped ou. He play 
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ate, bust this place was so ynjye sa 
d, 50 alarming, he just stood by th. eo 
atiage 

gp. held seen those before, but none so large a 
gthac ake the alley che coach was ine 
-akes he 
Bae so hugeas the vast body of pray lapping ie 
ere land ended and stretched as fr yt 
lea 
floated in it, vast things of stee| and wood. 


ft wooden platforms. They bobbed, Moving this way 
“4 at with the waves. It took him a while, but eventually he 
Weslized they were floating, like flower petals. 

) Aferatime, sharp voices brought him back to 
"danger, and he quickly stomped to the 
“doorway to watch, 
 Wbyour luicky day,” a call man with a bush of hi 
Dose said. His arm was around the driver as the two came walking 
UP) There's a ship bound to London within the hour! The 
at Pier 27. And they say there's nothing but clear 
tahead! I wouldn't be Surprised if you reached port be 
baron!” 

Up, Minnie!” the driver called, jostling her. “We've 
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oe 7 seta understood that they were some 

the decks 


ee win engines roared to life, he squealed. As the 
Ww i i a life, h i 
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anted and clung to the walls, When the 
he screamed, collapsed to his. knees, 
and wailed until it finally 


he p 
reat ship rocked, 
‘hips whistle blasted, ! 
pressed his large hands to his ears, 
ed. d 
ee ship lurched along, he looked through a ree 
hole and saw the receding pier. Finally, he realized the building 
he was in was moving in the water, and that London, where 


Frankenstein was, was the place where it was headed, 





He tried to be patient, bur when the storm started and the 
ship began rocking violently, he couldn't keep from stomping, 
and crying, 

When the man came down to look for him, he quieted until 


a i, 


the monster thought he was gone. But when the man lit that 
fie, it filled him at once with an old, explosive rage. 

Because nothing hurt like fire. 

So he killed him, 

As the monster now looked at the 
bent out of place, he worried more 
there were plenty of pl 
was getting very good 
surprise him, 

A shary 


peaceful body, its neck 
men would come. But 
faces to hide, and when he wanted, he ’ 
at keeping quiet, as long as they didn't 
P pain twisted his bell 
longest time, Lool 
thing small and § f i es 
, across the metal floor, ‘ 
Feces fom the laborator, hess a 
% Where they used to 
'm on the floor, Held 
and sometimes they 


y. He hadn't eaten for the 
King around in the darkness, 
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into a corner, trailin, the rode Fe oe Ting in his stomach rerured- his hand was all 
» a comner, i a 
leaving a thin line of |  Diege 7 the ee monster was hungry and the thing in 
he had. warm things that had once 


Stang Heid geen others eat the flesh of 
been alive, burning them first in ¢ 

ae different, So with a grunt, ané 
eb he set about pulling apart and eating the thing 


called friend. 


he fire. He'd tasted meat. 
¢, and fumbling, awkward 
he'd just 













came still closer. He thou, 
tetal back, let the rat go. Then maybe it 


Bh he coule 


d ben 
Would take hin 





i Briend?” he said to the furry brown thing 
He moved his huge hands closer. The tae ch, 
then leapt and bit the largest finger in the han 
)  froncof it. 
7 “Wyraaghh!” the monster whined, sate hing his hand back 
‘ratahd trap still attached, A flash of the arm snapped i fod at 
“spine. Its mouth loosening, it shivered and dropped, the ite: 
uttering on the metal floor. “9 é 
Pained, the monster cradled his hand, rubbing it as tears fell 
Homi his eyes, down into the hollows of his sunken cheeks. Th 
tubing slowed the pain, but not the surprise. Ie was strange 
ean things didn't hurt ac all, a boulder falling on his 


hattered, shat, 


nd held our jp 


= 
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‘others, like a little bite, hurt so much. 
fat his feet, a small pile of fur, flesh, and bone. He 
this for, It flopped over onto the trap. 


said. He wasn't sad about it, or partic 
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words, but otherwise his pale BAUNE face bey 
pHe tapped a white cigarette against his hang 
Shaking quire as much as usual. He E 


: im his mouth, lit, and drew, As smok 
Este fior is lips, no different in color than the fen 
Raiprapended by asking, “How do you mean” 
Mbeplder man nodded toward the water. “The ocean, fy 
Bins Mach as we try, after thousands of years of sailing «,. 
Goat contral it so much as try its patience 
(Capen Benjamin A. Tucker was a typically brash American 
ude and non-deferential. To him, Frankenstein's status as 
IBitoe meant nothing On his ship, the old salt bowed to nothing 
Geto the sea. Perhaps that was why his carcer was relegated to 
Biieagling Cargo and carrying passengers in need of discretion 
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Prankenstein didnt mind Tucker's brashness, He rather 
Bie and, in any case, couldnt afford to be pick) 


himself puc on trial for thet 
‘outrage, the burgomaster was foro 
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THE and there could be charges 


, tion, 
ro go along with ao is iy SATS deceased professor 


Senus Pretorius, lity. “Ie 
filed. aie ener, once warned him of the Cees er 
and reali Po is responsible For all those rmurders 

is you, really, 


=“ vel vo face the charges, buc couldatt. Not 


Frankenstein want b of 
ir self, bur for bis wife, for Elizabeth's sake. Hee 
ner! ly been shattered by her kidnapping ac 


le nerves had alread rs 
a hands of the monster. What would become of her sweetnes 
the ol 


ilty? 
band was put on trial, or worse, found guilty 

1c, seemed best, 

bles, Frankenstein smiled at 


if her new hus 

Vacationing for time, for a res 

Wresting his mind from his trou! miled 
the captain, “You're talking mere romanticism, Caprain. 
There's nothing out there that can't be explained. The pull of 
the moon causes the tides, geology explains the channels and 
the currents, As for the rest, the unseen force that shapes the 
waves this way instead of that, well, its only fear and superstition 
that prevents us from finding out 

Tucker's eyes flared, the yellow ac their edges one of the few 
notable colors in the gloom. He pointed, his finger hopelessly 
small against a cosmos of mist. “Baron, I swear there are things 
in those depths, living things, monsters that we're not meant 
to understand. Some are so ghastly, that simply seeing them 
would drive us mad.” 

Henry's eyes crinkled again, He wanted to say that madness 
was preferable to ignorance, but his heart started pounding, 


and he felt his hands shake ped 
shake as the extra blood pum into 
them. < 


Maybe it was just the word, monster. 
Or was he aftaid Pretorius was right? 
2 
‘Was all that blood on his hands? cf 
“I'm sure you know more i 
. about it than I,” he said 
prin, able conca the bere nhs vice, He ghtened 


Was he responsible? 
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Merisive smile rook Henry's lips, 
D true? Some rogue fish explains it neacly 

Gisunderstood men called mad, why shoul 
aswell?” 


“So what if jy 


The world is full of 


dn't a whale be mad 










Deepal Ticker said nothing. He just turned to face the 
Dy pst pray wall ofthe world. 


Sesh the man, not needing any more ene 
ies Frankenstein invited him to say more. “Well, what 
came of the crew?” 


Ueipiain shook his head. “Took to the lifeboats, They 


HMough some inhabited Pacific islands, but ther 

ms that cannibals lived there, so they headed the 

the food ran out, they succumbed, sir, to can 
their dead.” 

Frankenstein responded, practically 

Irs just dead meat, same as the i 

ce the life’s gone from it. Why.' 
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a old fol Judging 
Neurone sir How sshe fing?” 
% an 
Frankenstein Yooked away. “The ¢ 


Frankenstein sensed 


and’ regarded him. 


does not agree 


with her.” 
A conspiratorial lool 


closer and spoke quietly. 
quite good for the stomach, 
nerves is well known. If you wish, I could 

Now it was Frankenstein's curn to stiffen 
you do with your self or your ship, Captain. I appreciate your 
discretion in carrying us, and you'll be well paid for it, but now 


c ed 
k came over the old face. He inch : 
“IF | may say, opiates are consideres 


and their calming effect on the 


“1 don't care what 


T'd appreciate it if we were to be left alone for the remainder of 
the journey.” 

Tucker nodded, adding in a monotone, “We'll enter the 
channel soon. Then it’s not much farther to London.” 

With thar, Frankenstein moved quickly away, doing his best 
to vanish into the fog, to put distance between himself and the 


drug smuggler. Hed known their cargo ws 


as contraband, but 
the fact of 


opiates on board, especially in relation to Elizabeth, 
puta shiver in him, 


An addict. Held have me turn her into an addict 


deck, barely noticing 
a, The cool mist car- 


wound in his side, 
burning windmill 


carned when his creat 
} ached as he inhaled, 
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Os there?” her frightened voice askey = 


ame, my darling,” he said again. | 
shadow rise on the bed 
sleep, Henry. Tcan't even close my eyes, T 
aystricks on me, Turn on the light, plea” 1 Mk 
ight" hese, epping deeper in, wands yap 
ati he adjusted cto its lowest sexing “Bar 
Yellow light flushed the darkness and tte 
tfigure of Elizabeth Frankenstein She lay atop the bedd 
beddig 


Unkempt hair carelessly strewn alongside her 1, 
low like thin straw. The Tosy See nee ea 
alll remembered was gone. Now 
y almoet as dreary as his own. 
Sit with me, Henry,” she said from the bed. 
eel both high-strung. Antic birds, as his acerbic 
ines called them becween pipe puffs. That was what he and 
Elizabeth had always understood so easily about one anothes, 
PAP Re could face her manic flights with tenderness and 
sPatience, why she could leave him to his brooding, solitary work, 
Monely dreams of changing mankind forever, for the better. 
M so distant, my darling,” she said. He did not 
aah he closed the short distance berweet 
HtSeems that way,” he said as he sat on the bed 
Ok her hands in his own. “Mostly, 1 wo" 


Te hean C8 rustle 
card blank, 5 rust 
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and caressed the 
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“No, no, no!” hi 
ed her hand tighter 
sso much, Tease 
husiness. You must give yourself time, MY 
He pulled her close, half lifting her into hi 7 
ac how light she felt, He buried his head in her shoulder, an 
subbed her back. “There, there,” he said and felt her tremble. 
She stiffened and pulled back, her humanity suddenly 
clouded over by fear. 
“Blizabeth, what is it?” he said, but he knew. He'd seen the 
look, the night Septimus Pretorius artived to drag him back to 


“qe’s just the s! 
been a week si i 
dear. You must. 

s arms, concerned 


his experiments, and three times since. 
She drew back, curled her spine, and pointed to a spot in 
thin ait, between the wall and the cabin’s ceiling, “It’s here 
again, Henty! Ies reaching out its bony hand! The angel of 
death!” 
“No, no, Elizabeth,” he said, but he k 
to her now, 


She raised the back of her hand to her chin, 


toa shri “Tes i 

"Ose ee - Pulling at the veil between our world, 
h S terribly strong! Ie w: i 

ieioseee aoe ‘ants to force its way here, to 


* a moment he thought he i 
eg © Saw it, too, hovering in the 
tug i fce was son fants eee Mecca 


gaunt with sallow cheeks, 


new there was no talking 


» her voice rising 
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a monster. Not from the d 
pale, but from his own hand. 
terrible liberation it had be, 
monster to Kidnap Elizabeth, forcing 
‘he secretly longed, to continue his 
now, though he was dispusted 

g thrilled him—of touching by. 
them as if he were an artis: doen ® 
From dull lay. Te-was the only time "8 % 


This lifel—his hands were as steady as th. 


en: Pre 


only 
darkness 
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ie now it was over. It had to he. Al over 
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He shook her till she faced him. “No! Elizabeyh There 
ling there! Nothing at all! You're safe! \, Te 
el of death coming for me, my darling!” 
calmed momentarily, but then something lost and anima) 
her eyes and her lips curled into the Grotesque mockery of 
mile, “You? Oh, no, my Henry. It doesn’t come for you this 
me! It’s me it wants! Me!” 
“He believed it when he'd told her the delusions would pass, 
én time. But here and now, the mad gline thriving in her 
#8, he was no longer quite so sure. 
Wes dead, Elizabeth. They're all dead. Nothing could have 
urvived that explosion. Nothing.” 
ng?” she said weakly. 
g,” Henry said reassuringly. 
iter, not Pretorius, not the female creature. 


the 


that, much as she wanted to, she couldat 


Chapter Three 
id as she knocked 


out between 


comes along, 


innit?” Mary Blyss sai 
sve been pushing life 
One snot-nose bloke 


1 thinks he’s the bloody king 


swell thae’s ducky, 
back her whiskey. “Womer 
their legs fora million years. 
makes himself a monster, and 
of England 

On the surface she was a short, feist cin 
round face that made her look a bit like a cute monkey. Adding 


to the impression were her mischievous green eyes, fluffy light 


y thing with a small, 


brown hair that formed a gay mane around most of her head, 
and a smart, disarming laugh 

But inside Mary was still trying to calm down. Not an hour 
ago, Dilke, a nasty brute she barely knew, had spun her about, 
hiked her skirt, and pushed her into a wall. He could have had 
her for a few coins, but he was too drunk to ask. As he pressed 
his foul-smelling mouth closer, she wanted desperately to 
scratch or kick him, but for all her years as a prostitute, for all 
her years here at the Whale and Watch on Thrawl Street, 
Whitechapel, she never could raise her h: 
Something inside her just froze 

So when the tall, blond, blu 


and to a man. 


7 ; e-eyed German, Inspector Erik 
Krogh, pulled Dilke off her like a leaf on her shawl and ran the 


drunken fool out the front door, she'd sidled up to him imme- 
diately, hoping to make him a regular customer. 
Ever since, she'd been trying to get a rise out of him, 


ora wink, or even ; 
Was iF lp 2 NO but so far, no such luck. His 


asmile 


C manner 
nsclous, even after a few drinks, and his tugged 






































a pits fantastic, but it’s true,” he gai, 

s the young baron behind bars.” 
her head sympathetically and ¥ 

und with her tongue. He didy, "a %, 


Feact 


fe hea, what with the raucous late night tobahy 


OF rather 





hey sat at a small table, just beyond the priy 
hada view of the bar and the front dooy, 4. “% 
d.orany ofher egulars came round, 'The 1," Dil 
Ibadbeen hit by so many flying tankanie 
ed more like a bunch of cracks than like frosted 
Swhen one couldn't see quite so clearly, the i: At 
Jaded lights, and windows all still looked lacy! 


i ‘ lovely, 1 
ithe slightly aged prostitutes who met their clie eS 


i nts hen 
es back, the Whale, like a lot of local puke re, 
8, Was a 


Then Henry Vil formed the Church of England 
issolution destroyed the monasteries, forcing the meni 
fake more ale than prayers. A room in the back sil hg 
ancient casks under its flying buttresses, and nows- 
iprovided a quiet spot for a quick tryst, when the alleys 
d too dangerous and you didn’t want to walk all the way 
Sheccould have taken Dilke there if he hadn't been such 


'torian 
and figs, 


Month saw its share of beatings and robbeties, 
fe of murder, but just last month, two women 
up so badly that the lazy press, rather than 
teal, respectable news, started trum 
the Ripper. Mary didn't believe the 
back, neither did anyone on 
ainted with one of the 
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arz, and that, more than anything 


Da Sy 
Sey hing the shadows. Afterall, the way 


a worman nary 


te 
heranxiously wa 
on p. what would she do if actacked, other than curl up 
the froze UPs 
10 die? 
wh bat didn’t seem the rough sort, 


Krogh fellow sure 


as She comforted herself that she 


and that was worth some time 


was usually right ab 
‘xband, Mr. Benjamin Blyss, 


Ihe she let him into her 


haracter, except, of course, for 
but she was too drunk to 
life and he locked the door 


outa man’s c 


her hu 
sand the nig) 


behind him on his way in. 
If ever there was a man she wished she could raise her hand 


to, ot hurl a frying pan at, or dip in boiling oil, or draw and 


quarter, it was Ben 
She'd had some schooling as a gitl, 





But how to get to Krog 





unlike a lot of the others, so maybe she could think her way in. 
He was a serious fellow, a little lost in London, and all about 
this monster thing. Maybe she should try to draw him outa bit 
on it? She buried her practiced cheeriness, scrunching her face 
to make it look as close to grim as she could, and asked, “So, 
did this monster hurt one of yours? 

Krogh nodded. “My son, Rikard. A boy of four,” 

Mary opened her eyes wide, reached out, grasped his arm, 
and said melodramatically. “Preserve us, was the lad killed?” 

Krogh shook his head and took a swig of his whiskey. “No. 
The monster was ravaging the countryside when it burst into 
our small home. It was a horrid giant of a thing, more like a 
storm than a man, its flat, giant head full of scars from the attacks 
of the men that had tried to kill it. I'd just fixed the door that 
Morning, made it stronger with the best wood I could find, but 
the creature tore it off the ... the. .. I'm sorry I don't know the 
word ‘ 

And he was. Genuinely sorry. He even looked down, embar- 
rassed by his ignorance. Mary used the opportunity to rub his 











vy in the E Id afford.” 
The lodging ey'te all I cou 
Its pa, ‘ Mh fends iglive in cher, bus i ointment from her face: No 
OSed, ¢ te "Dey Jer chat keep her disapps 
OF the doc, & lifted hig hes 4° WOCd dg Pen oh, Mary tried £0 fa nautical clock 
r of ead and He fatty then. mitation of a nautica 
ad hinge, }; ong) IS fala, moneys -d up at the cheap i RES 
for ty Bun. 14; Diy on tke they. Bed my ed Krogh glanced MF “'m sorry, Eriulein, for burdening you 
OF me, h tling m 1 B00d sh i STE made 6 tetiyy hanging on the wall hh drink in me to let me sleep before 
Y back ¢, i fe Cross th. roon, CHG but, Pate | [think at last theres £n00g » Gihes, bean hiasditorcemem 
“cked an o| OM with is s mecting. Sleep has 
OMatd thinking n°! shelf in hoy Te, Uh steng ous for your company. 
Simang PUPP OS, to pun Poor i Bisse Tibank you for your company dig dep ate 
us rotect m k 'd came He rose, swaying slightly o: : 
© Ie g pateiin) slaced on the table 
Krogh Bvallowed han Rabel pocker to produce the few coins he placed on & or 
IMagine What English UY se arched her j Gripes, Benill kill me if I come home empty-handed 
Bh hadnie ge Y Word hedge ix ait unable g Trying to force the image of a screaming, one-armed, four 
‘i "Botte, vehi. ‘ ‘ bh y as she could. And 
Saying them, es s, the Words, he wos ju Wye B year-old from her mind, she smiled, prettily as she could. a 
yankee St ha 4 7 | y 't see e¢ long le 
OfF & tree,” anked it from jr Socket, like a dee ot she was pretty. OF course, Krogh couldn't see the long, wid 
Her lite) w dead branch white scar on her abdomen that Ben gave her last Christmas 
le m : ial 
Poured ange nt Parte, by, Mary was ¢ instead ofa goose. The midwife he dragged her to that night t 
Then he sip ink for himsetp and one fen Krogh stop the bleeding was drunk, too, her mouth and fingers so 
SarAy tapped ne for Mar 
the b, Y as well 
ers, and otto; ¢ 
Riahae ntents dow, $10 the top of het apron before she took to sewing Mary. Worse, the woman 
Thar’ why 1 8 down his throat 
trgomanes LP. For jug Ta al had never done thar sort of stitching before, so even the thres 
ee © pursue charges when Fran rvineed the andthe puncture wounds from her awkward suturing re 
MBAE to escape ™e, but he en Frankenstein fled, He mained, white and raised 
Power here. e Was mistaken 
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h that I wouldn't 







mM of his al covered with chicken fat she couldn't completely wipe it offon 





True, I have no 


But Mary was still pretty, 
Yard has agreed 


turned her away. 


: Inspector Krogh,” she said He turned his head toward her. 

Thet your lodgings aren't near as bad as you say. I'm thinking 
all they need is a woman's 
the loony bin do with a wom: 


and it was a rare customer that 
Scotland 





touch, I'm also thinking you could 
an’s touch yourself, if could find a few-coins in 
that pocker of yours,” 
ee Krogh seemed confused at firse 

ere Gak! Do they even have sex in hit small village, or do all 
the women Just lay eggs or take a trip to the baby store? Did 


Be thing 
the mop go He 
Mao. sj 
opt hel the 1, 
Taulej ew} 
angi: tulein, my ure, and "bring 
Bing ou, Sa Wife sig ay 
a s h 
“B, indages>" bans ae 
For te: Yes, ie and ig 
y oe I » te 
br MY quick, safe She's no f ul ne 
3 Yow to feturn 

















Why cant 

Y eT ~ 

bet Just fiche bag 
at tail and run if ag the 
= fell, maybe one day muc 

| ere must be bars 


3yps 
PSY act worked out 


> Krogh’s licele village 


lake her way to 
Ha! hepherd, 


She sighed, feeli 
) feelin, 
Maybe 8 tipsy and desper 
she could find a spot to Bie, in need of sleep, 
fe 


the : 
sun rose, then grab a bloke on his Whours’ sleep before 


fing. Ben i = 
would be satisfied with a opie, a 
s. She'd done 
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F FRAI a 

gnavow © ag ahe sported. Mitdss 

ie Kast-off gabat- 

forward 


you didn't have to 


ay, and Mitzie was that 
at was probably her 


ys surprised such a looker 


11 job. It made more 
screwy, but 


f 

Bien Mary first met het she wa 

aidnit have & but 

he got © 
thirteen 

he threw he 

her the baby an¢ 


sense 


1. The git! wasn't torally 
+ found her pregnant by 
stairs, She landed on 


{ flattening the side of her 


site cotton cap stuffed 


know he! 
and her father 


, down some 


when § 
when she was 
the milkman, 


concrete, costing 


skull, A decade larer 
with paper to hide the deformity 
She and Mitzie had been frienc 


flac a block away. Mary could cate h a few winks all curled up 


she still wore 


Js for years, She had a little 


on the floor. 


Mary leaned out and waved to the girl. When there was no 


response, she whispered, “Miczic!” 
heard, but the strawberry blonde ignored 


Mary knew she 
het: Usually, she'd let it go, but Mary's shoes were tight and her 
feet numb. 

“Mitzie!” she said again, not bothering to whisper 

‘The gitl grinned at her unseen companion, then leaned 
out and gave Mary a hot glare. “What?!” she formed with 
her lips. 

Mary frantically waved her over. Mitzie made a face, said a 
few words to her customer, and stepped over 

“Ym working!" Mitzie hissed 

“All work and no play, dear,” Mary said with a shrug. “Looks 





















US One's the Te 
S the lase, 5 


chips,” 


"ays inhi 
slightly, she 
lotched facg, 


AS NOt a good 


moustache and a bj, 
ary shiver, He w, 


cted her, making her 


right now, unless you 
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a book. This one tries to act 
and right, I'm sure 


papow OF F 
ike 
big words left 


‘THES! 
{read jobns | 


of 
4 Nein, 


spon't wort 
i nisprono' 


de 
educate 4 _ 
he woulae Bur fly. “y’m wo tired to fight. Just 


bin the air 
ved er ha co 
May Hae ae itr handle so 1 dont come barging in 
8 aac Newtons {hen she cast another 
Sie Isnac : 


¢ shabbil dressed man. 
Sea Bae snake, Fight? We're all doomed to hell 


What difference ¢ 


anyway.” 

“Nor necessart! 
table. “This fellow 
in brand new bodies!” 

Mary gave her awry glance 
camated, darling, Though, in our case, 


* she said 
“Oh, I'm sure he's fine, 


yi” Mirzie said, whirling back toward the 


s that when we die we'll be reincarcerated 


“{ chink he probably meant rein 
both’re probably true.” 


Mitzie liked this one. She certainly wouldn't let him have a go 


for free, but she liked him and that made it nicer, € 
hada quiet way about him. He even kept to himsel 
Jong time when he came in, like he was watching the scene, not 


quite a pare of things, not even moving, When he did move, 
that set him apart, too. His shoulders didn't shift as he walked, 


or his arms sway. It was like his top half was set on wheels, and 
he slid about like a smooth carriage drawn on ice by invisible 
horses. 

Mitzie'd been sizing him up since he came in. She saw the 
bill he used to pay for his drink and watched him pocker the 
change without bothering to count. When she finally went 
over and got a good look at his face (no prizes to be given there, 
mind you) she noticed his gaze was as steady as his gait, in the 
same soft and calm sort of way, like he had all the time in the 
world. 

He also had a funny way of talking: His cockney was thick, 
but he kepe trying to use high-falutin’ words. He said “sore” instead 

= 
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t0 let her out of his i, the for 


oie, 
is to be meee, he 


. » He tended in’ 
of his to swat ot 
d sentences, not from shyn, re, ty 
88, bu 


had run ow 
and he wasn very good a put 
twice, maybe three times; “What 1" : 
isto be seein’ your room.” Ba be wantin: 

Whar else could it be? 
made their way to the grime-cc 
ai not much taller, he put Se an leisy Pub door, 
Medahe fee the weight of his cloak drift across er Baa 
onned his deerstalker, she adjusted che knit cap o = Ashe 
‘berry hair, careful to make sure the paper in it did vee 
Mioctorhad removed a bic of bone on that pe 
‘on her brain, and now it was soft to ite wel 
— much as a draft, she'd have the strangest ted 
© Sometimes she dreamt of tumbling down those stairs again, 
 Patherlooming above her, stooping as if to try to catch her, But 
then'the came crashing down on the concrete landing, where 
= her skal cracked and pressed into her brain. She wondered, 
oo - ead “a a very best of her thoughts just below 
ing. 

fhe memory of the dream made her afraid, so she giggled. 
this fellow didn’t know what she was thinking: He 

her too broken to bother with. 
the door to the Whale open and let ir close up 
ith it the soft conversation and the light 
typical London nights, Jadled with 


the wider ave" 


ring ripped toch in arm, past old build 
proper roofs, but #oME 

fall over. 
Tried. Mitzie figured he 
ble, because it 


‘ace again, the 


they were, wel! 


¢ scories «al 
looking like they 
his steps grew more 
er even more comforta 


ings, evo 10 fou 
Jeaning vogethers 

‘Asthey wents 
¢ made hi 
mreant she would be in control: She regarded his f 
blotchy rashes on ruddy skin, the thick reddish moustache she 
hoped would tickle, but feared might feel more like stiff 


brush against her skin 
They turned right on Plumber's Row and the small set of 


was eager. Tha 


workers eortages where she had her room. By now his breathing, 
which had been so even, sounded raspy. Maybe the cold air was 
bad for his lungs. 
“Just a few doors in,” she said, reassuringly. He nodded, as if 
held already known. 
When they reached it, she pulled the skeleton key from a 
pocket in her skire and lifted the latch 
“Ep ithe apples, then,” she 
ies i spot she ae a took his hand and 
it was pitch-bl. 
Eeerca deus s pitch-black, but she knew the 
The di 
Bed Sd 7" small room creaked just a little as she 
. le, there was jus f 
© cn rranelianpiaed aaa alee her beds Hens 
and . She had to press past him 
loor, and caught a whiff of f =< 
of food and alcohol as she did. 


Remembering M: 
menbeting Mary. she grabbed a sock from the Boor and 














s the ig 





















she thought. q.* 
A white) 3 : 
se a eo 








ying in an alley 
ya 


imagine who would throw out 
struck a match and lit the candle. 
uge and flar, on the old plaster wal) Yast hig 


























‘Here's my room then,” 
Not much, but it’s home.” 

“Hike up your skirt,” he said. Relieved it would | 

“she complied. De quick, 





she said, rurning co smi 
© at hi 
im 
































“Higher: 
Dusifully, she pulled her covton slip wp, reveal 
‘white skin of her smooth belly. ic 
PLike this?” she said, caressing her skin with her finge 
He dia react. His eyes were as steady as theyid heen 
pub: “Now turn yourself around, put your back to n re: 
said. “And don't move your arms.” gi 
Her brow furrowed slightly. Still holding her skirt up, sh 
Waddled in a half-circle so thar now she faced the candle 
Beyond it, outside the single small window, she could make 
ut the tops Of the buildings against the fog. Still too early for 
any hint of sun, It all looked like a pretty dream. 
“Want me to bend over?” 
“No,” he said, 
ical silence, and a question popped into 
She probably shouldn't have asked, but she did 























































































really think we all come back after we die?” 
fe Was'a quick rustling, He was taking something off 














in that gruff tone of his. “Thac 1 can‘ tel 
some of us never leave.” 
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iy sharp, hard 
ned het skirt 


let 


¢, she felt 
y the time she dropped Bet 
7 she couldnte calk or breathes 
‘but his hands were POW" 


it he meant 
- could ask what 
Before she 


sressure aginst her HiCO8 B 
ed mained her bands, she Fours 


st aways 
alone seream se 
‘efit, like steel, a ready feeling dizzy. 


wi w: et, miss, is to be seein’ your 
+ most, miss, is to be sect 

“qyhat I'll be wantin’ most. 

rao she thought. She couldn’ te really, she was 


ndow view swam in her vision Buildings 
hes of black that grew 


She tried to ewl 
id she was 





room,” 





he sald agai 
blacking out. The wi 
floated in the fog, st 
bigger and bigger, until 

The next things she 
pillow under her head, and the co 


irrounded by pate 
I chat’s all there was. 
felt were the martress beneath her, the 


Id air in the room against her 


exposed legs and abdomen. 
Was it over then? Had she survived? Was he 





She managed somchow to open her eyes 

He was standing next to her, a dark shadow save for the glint 
of metal from the knife he held in his hand 

She only realized then, watching, semi-conscious, as the knife 
‘came down and began to open her up from the base of her navel 
to the bottom of her rib cage, that he hadn't said room at all, 

Whar he'd said was, “What I'll be wantin’ most, miss, is to 
be seein’ your womb.” 


The first cut happened so quickly, she hadn't felt anything 
but foolish, but as the knife came do ; 





} n again, shining in the 
candlelight, sliding once more into her abdomen and this time 


ripping : 
ning down, the pain began and she couldn't help but do as 
she always did when sb 
he was afraid or nervo' 
1 us, and giggle 


Though it didn't sound quite like 


c a giggle a te 
her throat had been slit giggle anymore, because 


see 
vo: bee Killer thought it odd, he didn't pause in his work. Hi 
ia Se about his business, skillfully moving the knife in 
heel a eset and clean until Mitzie’ giggli cand 

self, stopped completely, eth 
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a 


t she coy 


led with blood. Sighin, ‘ 
wid ; she | na: 
window, the one withthe sialhgi? th 
fe small candle fi 
| le Hicker. 
eat be doing in shere? 

: one Mitzie’ flat a pod fttee, 

ind wot is way through her shawl, thre, 
a br kn. When she opened the front dae 
fi-was on the stairs, she'd realized she'd maine 
she'd make g 


facket trying to climb them and decided 
rack ° ; against check 
the sock, She didn’t want to ruin Mitzie’s trick. Afiet alk be 


pad hands after the fact. 
low she was getting annoyed. For all she knew, they: 
., ages ago. Mitzie was probably fast ier 
ra burn itself our, Rubbing her temples and coughi : 
- apenem the door. Asliver of light froma pi 
Se eePiesofcoch on the floor, It looked abit 
aaa ee ed an some sort of dark reddish oil. 
ota 14 er of it, Mary stepped over it and 
Mounted Steps. Occasionally, her foot landed in some- 


n minutes, 


|, coins 


slowly as she could, she stumbled and cursed 
‘ found the second-floor door. 

if there was a sock on it or not, $ 

she gingerly felt about for the 

ct with cold metal. No sock; 


matter, The 
rrowed 
onl Jook all pasty 
ct, 
te streets again at sum e. She suppress 
hoped Miczie wasnt awake and didn’t want t 
could use a rest: 
But thar’s not what it got: 5; 
When she opened the door and sav 17 the candlelight, the 
Mitzie laid out on her blood-drenched bed like a cow 
Mary sereamed and screamed and screamed. 


“I time she looked, when she stopped 
her eyes and make absolutely 
veain she wasn’t imagining the scene, that she saw the terrible 
grin on the dead gil’ face. Thar’s when it felt like more than 
eock, when it felt as if a cold finger had reached through her 
chest and touched her heart, because she knew in a flash from 
the desperate upward curl of her lips, exactly how frightened 
poor Mitzie had been when she died. 


da cough again and 
talk. Her throat 


pieces of 
ata meat market, 
Te wasn’t until the secon 


screaming long enough to open 





Chapter Four 


fneries were wasted on Henry Frankenstein, eye 

Waring at stars or gencly pulling aparc the leaves Weiss 
Gerd thefamewonk ofthe veins inside was always ment 
Mating than being fed for expensive clothes or having wenn 
Saisngonbhim.Tewasnitthache disdained such things he 
idk eae. Decorations held no interest. He longed only fe 
Sate ‘ Bed only fop 

Ashe strutted nervously about the plush beige carpet, rubbi 
BEE aloblivious tothe luxurious hotel suite it 
PEA ta wide, long rooms and glorious viewof 
SMM een Emolestacks that lay just past a Thames 
live with freighters and scows. Silk-lined curtains in a jacquard 
pattern with elaborate tassels hung on either side, making the 
view seem like it took place on a stage 
| Blzabeth was in the other room, resting after cher long 
journey. Theyd been at the Savoy two days now, Each night, 
thinking she was at last asleep, he restlessly wandered the streets 
or badgered the manager about when the luggage might arrive. 
When shed caught him out, he was secretive. Sharing his 
ha might upset her, So instead he promised not to leave 
again. 

[But now all day hed been like a caged animal, his vexed 
ting, wanting to pursue the dark reason he'd chosen 
haven, His actual experiments were at a ends 
‘theoretical question he longed to have am 
weighed heavily on him, bue there 


a boy, 


hed found Frivzs body: 
if ic was a lion PFO 

ling as if ic was @ 
ster Browne hunchback had tor 
it, but still, ro come t© 
ic monster's 


1c SUCCESS 


eck, the monster BF 
vecting a just-slaugheered meal. Thi 
wmented che creatures gleefully burne 

toch an end, Tt was when Frankenstch 
Fritzs torch that he s 
4 using it, Finding his assist 


first saw th 


copped referring to the 


animal reaction 0 one 

creature as he and starte 

froze that decision forever. 
He might have jittered 

put a knock at the door nearly catapulted him 


He rushed toward the white oak door, making sure the chain 


and leaned his head in. “Who's there? What do 


about the room that way for hours, 
a out of his skin 


lock was secure, 
you want? [told you we were to be left alone!” 

A creaky, familiar voice answered. “It's Minnie, Master 
Frankenstein! We've arrived at last!” 

Henry never cared for the shrill old woman his late father 
hired, thinking of her as less a servant and more a final joke 
from the old baron, Still, hearing her voice meant his papers 
were here, so he undid the chain and threw open the door. 

Minnie, more haggard than usual from her journey, leaned 
against the frame. Behind her were a k fhelkopescaae 

: calles : 
ee : gue of bellhops accom- 
anner of chest, suitcase, and bag, If hi 
were there, he couldn't see them f ee 
them for all the clutter. 


With a frantic wave of hi 
«ns a ; : 
re em i ands, he motioned them all in. 


As the belongings were neatly laid on the floor, Minnie 
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herself nto One ofthe confi ke 
ble 


as high as mountains, and they lef 

Hike strudel. Ifyou don't mind my © 
GeavingthanIdid breathing” "7&1 
Seid have been thac bad,” 


Frankenstein 


M picked up a paper on the corner here hap 


wemy own death by drowning! Thar ee 
y 


cover three times! They even think one of 
dll overboard, that a wave came right up and 
the deck, save us all!” 
bbied, the old brown leather case came into view 
pne the worse for wear, He raced toward it, neatly 


pushing thebellhops ou of his way. He grabbed and opened it, 
iisreyanded the thick journal that took most of the space inside, 
and pullled out a thick pile of loose papers. 
; iBearing the bellhops were watching, he pressed a few coins 
‘into their eager palms and dismissed them 
*ifthere’s anything else you need, sir,” one said with a smile, 
‘obviously pleased by the baron’s largesse. 
Weare norto be disturbed,” he said as he closed and locked 


: “Hefanned the papers and found a pink sheet folded in quarters. 
‘Excited, he unfolded it, revealing a handwritten receipt signed by 


Street, London. Among the items 
le normal, one abnormal. With a shudder, 


.w OF FRANKENSTEIN at 


itz had stolen 

i vman himnselfwho explained Fritz had s 
fea cogs Tne Frankenstein had dismissed the issue: 
the or ce of tissue, ater all. For a whils heeven satis 
Hewas on} | Ming the creature did. OF course it wanted to ail 
the killing "yaldman died trying to destray i BY 


‘HE SHADO 


nalized i 
the sadistic Frit 


jissection. : 
oie if those First killings seemed self-defense, there'd been 50 


many since, innocent children among chem chat Frankenstein 
yorced to consider alternative theories. A broken arm, 
after all, didn’t function the same as a healthy one. Why not 
abrain? 2 * 

‘Waldman'’s noes mentioned a scarcity of convolutions of 
the frontal lobe, with a distinct degeneration of the middle 
frontal lobe, adding that these degenerate characteristics tallied 
with the case history of the dead man, whose life was one of 
“brutality, violence, and murder,” 

Phose three words also described the life of his creation, 
making the conclusion inescapable, The brain was at fault. His 
experiment had been the victim of an accident, no more, A dif 
ferent brain and he'd be honored now, not reviled. It was better, 
at any rate, than believing God was punishing him for daring 
to traipse upon His domain, and create life through manmade 
science. 

But the theory only begged more questions: Was the brain 
born that way, or had it succumbed to some disease or trauma? 
What was the life of the donor like? 

He had to know. 

He folded the receipt and stuffed it in his pocket, 

“Minnie,” he said. She started as if shed forgotten he was 
there. “Forget about unpacking for now, There's an urgent 
errand I must attend to.” He walked over and gently pulled 
the startled woman out of her seat, “I want you to sit with 
Elizabeth, keep her company. She's been very upset.” 





put his arm around her should 
the bedroort: "Be careful what you grey Sided 
cierto calc down: You won't speak eo 
+ need i peak of anyeh 
ng, will you? thing 
‘ hed, "Me? OF course not! I'll be as gentle as | 
Ia pecan babe: We've all had our fill of horror ee 
century, iFyou ask me!” enor 
"He opened the door and pushed her gently inside, “[} 
- Minnie, I shartt be long.” an 
‘She mumned and was probably about co say something, | 
quickly closed the door. ee 
efele a twinge of guilt at leaving Elizabeth, but reasoned 
Ghed be berrer offin the cheerful company of the servant rather 
than with his hovering and fretting. 
Parting the receipt in his pocket, he grabbed his coat and 
headed for the door. 


"Minnie, youve made it,” Elizabeth said, brightening as the 
‘woman entered. “I was worried.” 
She lay on a four-poster double bed with a bronze canopy. 
"Ym fitas a fiddle, baroness, And I'll tell you my terrible or-deal 
another day. The baron says you need to relax, and he's right for 
@ change!” she said, waddling in and surveying the scene. 
A small fire burned quietly in the fireplace. There was # 
beautiful bureau topped by an oval mirror against the wall 
. 6 a washstand with pitcher and basin for decoration, 
chair by the window, and a highboy chest of 
'toom was dark, lit by small electric lights, the 
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it's rare beautiful day in London,” Minnie 
Sith » slight flourish, she pulled the heavy 


wered: 2 
ie flooding the room with sunlight. 


tloths backs 
si abeth raised her hand to protect her eyes: 
: e You're almost as bad as Henry: 


{ with the comparison bur 


Nonsense, lady 


“Ir's useless 


arguing, with you 
“Hmph,” Minnie said, displeased 
n dfense. She pulled an upholstered seat 


«Now, what say T entertain you with the 
this heaping pile of smokestacks they call a city?” 


unwilling to registe 

up next to her 

Jacest news of 
abeth smiled. “All right.” 

The old woman's eyes scanned the first page. “Oh, my. It says 
here a local lady of the evening was found .. . hmm mri » mz 

Elizabeth leaned abruptly forward. “What does it says Minnie?” 

The servant looked at her overwrought mistress, then back 
at the paper. “Oh, I can't say. It’s too horrible,” she said. She 
kept reading to herself, her face growing paler as she did. 

“Tell me! You must!" Elizabeth said. 

“Oh, all right!” Minnie said, “Some poor woman was found 
all cut up. Sliced her into pieces, the murderer did! And ina 
church, some sort of white chapel!” Minnie said, shaking her 
head in disgust 

Elizabeth swallowed hard. “Cut her up, did you say?” 

“Into pieces, I said,” she said, nodding, She scanned a few 


mote lines and paraphrased, “Certain pieces of which were no 


longer about.” 
Elizabeth’ face went blank, “Parts of the body were missing?” 
‘Yes, mum, that’s what it says right here. Doesn't say which 
parts, exactly, but I can read further, if you like,” Minnie said. 


“No, that’s all right,” Eh i 
kere ight,” Elizabeth answered, slumping back 


Minnie grunted with deep disapproval. “Now what sort of 


man goes about collecting dead b "Minnie sai 
more to herself than to Elisabeth, ee a 
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know," Elizabeth said sofily. “Henry 
that inspector back home accused fat" think 
me ™ OF mip. 


she was shivering, Minnie moved ¢ 
’ lose 






didive 





the 
fie knew it wasn't the draft char lef 
‘She could tell, just by looking, thar 
‘was worried, deathly worried, that he, 


her enly 
El Izabeth, 
+ husbang 

































Chapter Five 


Cutting corners, 
Cutting remarks 
‘Wasted, frightened, but still rrying to be strong in the presence 

of the stiff-lipped, stiff backed bobbies that flanked her, Mary 

pushed the gory images of last night's horror out of her mind, 
bur found herself haunted by a word. 

Cutting a rug 

Cutting Mitzi 

She tried to keep it out of her desiccated, hungover mind, 
but couldn't. It was there with her wherever she turned as they 

Jed her down a basement hallway. The dress and knitted shawl 

shed been wearing since last night were now stained with anxious 

sweat and tears. Her legs wobbled, threatening to give out, but 
she managed to keep pace, The police didn't smile or offer 
comfort, they just led 

Cutting onions 

Cutting beef 

One of them pulled ona door and her nostrils were assaulted 
by the smell of ammonia mixed in with an odor she recognized 
from the single time she'd been in a slaughterhouse. The door 
squealed open, as if its edges were cutting its own frame. 

The room before her was big and silent as a graveyard. A 
sharp silver cone of metal hung like a blade in the center, white 
light from its bulb sliced the dark beneath it, extending 


cone to the table below, throwing gangly, sharp M 
tiled floor, 
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Cutting. 

©) There was a drain in the middle of the Aloo 

‘what the devil ic was for, then realized ix wag 


. She won, 


to make jt dere 


Cg 


Cutting 
After that she decided to try not to chink. ‘Tal 
Hike a good solid piece of wood, one of the hokbies nap 
Wore steps with her toward the table, then backed 
Be genty prodded her forward. Puzzled, she looked sei gl 
pion and noticed a few beads of sweat on his palechow’’ 
D ieShe guessed he was going ro be sick a 
She serunched her small, monkey face and turned 
MMe the table, A’ stiff white sheet covered mons 
Bie por could tell by the strange shape the sheet iy 
that there were things wrong beneath it, out of place, a 
BRM here, something missing there. There wen 
probably big, pretty words for each and every piece of Mitze, 
BREE Nis All those doctors spoke in Latin, Maty 
Was glad she didn’é know Latin. She just stared ac the face 
Mittie’s eyes were closed. Her death-grin was gone, too, though 
Mary swore the lips, now a drained dark gray with just a hint 
of purple, were sil just a little upturned at the corners. 
There was a voice behind her. “Do you identify this woman 
# Mitzie Donnor, most recent address being 42 Plumber's Row?” 
, She turned to see a far man with white hair reading froma 
clipboard. eta his head as if he were listening t0 a $08 
Mary said, realizing how hoarse and dry her throat 
dalitte, careful not to breathe in too much of 
bto speak again. “Yes. Thar’s her. Mica, 
Plumber's Row.” 
isaying “I do” ata church ceremony: 
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As ic turned out there wasn't anything, else 7 sign * do, 
| Street police station 1 

Jhe staggered out of the Commercial ¢ 

x a eight day. The red-brick building with marble details 

vvas nothing grand, but it was well made in the Victorian style. 

Her poor eyes wished itd been the usual overcast sky, bue 

London cared so little for Mirzie ind decided to be cheerful on 


its firse day without her for so many years. : 
it was a good ten-block walk home, No one at the ssasts 


offered a ride, just an admonition to stay available in ease there 
were more questions. It was a workday, after nine, and the wide 
enue was busy with pedestrians and cloth peddlers pushing 
rolls of fabric on sidewalk carts. In the street, dray horses mixed 
with an occasional automobile, or omnibus, of lorry going #0 
and from the Smithfield meat market. 

What time was it? Noon? Too lare to earn a quick one, 50 
there was little hope of giving Ben some money, which meant 
there'd be hell to pay if she went home. Where to go then? Off 
to the rails for a jaunt in the country? No, back to the Whale 
for some hair of the dog, then home to face the dog himself 
Maybe he'd forgive her because of Mitzie 

Ha! 

Mitzie. Mary told herself in retrospect that shed know 
something was off about that man, and in a selfish sore of way, 
the thought comforted her. Mitzie, after all, wasn't quite right 
in the head, Someone was always taking advantage of her, not 
paying enough because she couldn't count the coins up night, 
. os paying at all. Maybe it was bound to happen to the poor 
child. 

But not Mary. Shed smell a killer like that. He had to teck 
of something, something, deep and predatory. The image oF 
Mice, looking like a cow at the butcher's with a human face 
pt ees flashed in her brain. What sort of monster did 

ing? Was the press right? Was it some goblin-childl 



















a piece of work, yes. He'd hit her 
= * YES. Bute 
ther palm to her plump belly. Th 
im } rough th 
and the scar Bend given her, but we s 
fi gers tingled just the same, as if va 
- unfeeling tissue. ae 





























Feould raise my hand to him, just once. 
phe had in his eyes when he'd done 
‘soul had slipped out for holiday leavin a = 
n behind in its place. Her next oui ee 
BE EAA fed ready to be repurginted, 
feifthelllller hadn't been Mitzic’s john? What if hed 
: after the deed and someone else, like Ben, tad 
Uupat Mitac fac looking for Mary? What if hed had 
and his knife out, and thought the girl in the bed 




















































3s no, 

he bit the insides of her lip, felt tears well, then beat them 
anf —* tuffian. He might even one day kill 
fo a crossroads the traffic thinned. On the far 
z a fat drunk on a barstool, a two-story wreck ofa 
d the entire block. The crumbly brick behemoth, 
eheld some kind of textiles. Built before 
were tall to make the best of the 
st floor were boarded, but som? 
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THE 
fee so far dows om is Jick he could dem 
i 

-ciling ; 
lee Sate building cut the iP 
of working folk from 
for a shortcut. You just 
« thar sometimes fell, 
ise your foot 


yw OF FRA! 
‘ADO o berter 


round the block in half and lots 
Whitechapel and Spicalfields used it 
had to keep your eyes UP 
and down for the sharp bie saris 
She hesita hin, loose board covered with Bio 
She hesitated ar the thin. of wi ani 


i i id by one nail t0 
of feaying red paine that was held by one 2 
ont fear that held her back, she didi think anything would 


happen to hee inside, it was bright daylight after all, but she 
sant quite willing to leave the bustle of the crowds for some- 
thing so empty and lonely. 

‘Aching brain and aching feet argued back and forth about 
which more deserved a break. The brain was so tired, it let the 
feet win out, s0 she pushed the wood aside and stepped into 
the yest indoors, litte realizing she was being both watched 
and followed. 


After he slipped off the ship, the monster found London hellish. 
‘There was a village-full of people on each block, they lived inside 
mountains on either side of enormous streets. Noisy motor 
cars sputtered by, emitting smoky smells as bad as the electrical 
‘odors from Frankenstein's watchtower laboratory. He didn’t 
zsh es ie that any of them might help him, and he 
tere cel rhino poss eo 
Rete 3 im to pieces like he had the rat, 
aac 5 iow he wanted to die. 
und the warehouse, though, things had calmed 


down, ideas drifted mo through 
i re slowly, though rudder 
the inky blackness of the once-dead os me 


he played. 
land there is bad." 


g to remember, 


the mo, 
stet 
mile 
and 


the image abruptly faded, it angered hip 
watted the airas ifhe could hit whatever pani 
yy fade. Wanting ic back, he growled a Jovy, Pe 
dusty warehouse air. Rei 


J Hewould have growled again ithe hadnt heard a creaking 


Instead | shead snapped toward the sound, faster than q bi 
5 r cobra 
Howatd its prey. His body froze. Some muscles, perhaps not as 
5 i ‘as others, trembled as he heard the steady sound 
_oflight footsteps making, their way through the warehouse, 
"No," he muttered. 
__ Hedidn’t want to give up this space. He liked the warehouse 
ithan he had the ship. It didn’t rock. It didn't make 
Was big and airy like the forests, and on the outer 
‘many cracks from which he could scan passing 
catch a glimpse of Frankenstein. Sometimes 
os When night came, he ventured out with 
Ia He did not want to leave. 
hued. The monster crept toward the it 
inner wall. There, he waited as the 
eps were quick and of litde weight, 
ng brush, or like the pretty 
y a lake, 
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rl. Like the blind hermit, she was one of the 
{to him, She even gave him some of the pretty 
to the warer. The glistening ripples made 
them even prettier. The girl was prettier in the water, too. me 
first he felt bad when she stopped movings but now that 
ed killed her, he thought it was good. 
Now, she was more like him. 
If he had to, he would make them all like him. 


‘The pretty gi 
few who was kind 
flowers to throw in 


knew she was dead, that hi 


Again the image faded. 

“Negg.” 

As the footsteps grew closer, the monster decided that if 
someone screamed or tried to hurt him he would break them 
with his hands, even if they were a little one, They screamed 
the loudest anyway, like the boy whose arm he tore, The monster 
never imagined something so small could make so loud a 
sound. The boy was louder even than the hanging hunchback, 
louder than the drowning girl. Though maybe she would have 
been louder if her cries weren't muffled by the water. 

As he braced himself at the sound of footsteps just on the 
other side of the wall, he decided that this time, he would try 
to kill whoever it was before they could scream, 


Just as Mary Blyss was finally convinced she was alone in the 
warehouse, she heard the harsh, animal voice behind her. She 
was so shocked she thought her body would explode, leaving it 
looking like Mitzie’s without so much as being touched. 

Heart hammering, she turned and saw who was with her in 
the large lonely space and fele it was a fact that shed be sharing 
her late friend’s fare. 

Rather than give in to che lump in her throat, she shrieked: 
“You! You monster, you killed her, didn't you? You're the one 
that sliced up poor Mitzie! How could you do that? 


“What are you on about?” Benjamin Blyss 
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Joaf of moldy bread, with Squar, 
" eyesset so deeply under his brow they wo, Meg 
Heworea black loth coat and a newsboy aye shat 
ic ere 7 '5* Pulled loy gt 
~ “Keep it down, will you?” he said. He i 
down in the air to accent his warr 
SPREE Etiow how daft you are's | 
‘now is to have the police after him!” 
The initial shock fading, Mary's already small eye 
*Howi you follow me?” she said, but no sooner 4 tM 
then she realized the simple trick. He'd just matche, a ‘Peak 
to her own. Of course, he didn’t want to confront f ie 
Station house, or even on the street, He wanted to ‘a ie 
seh Sure they 
She took a step back. “You did kill her, didn't yoy" 
*Stop saying that!” he growled, coming forward to keep th 
distance between them scant, She tried to run, but he oe : 
herby thearm and pulled her back, close to his face, She caugh 
* * A * ois z ght 
whiff of alcohol mixed in with a kind of sickly sweet sweat 
that rode above the dry dust. - 
For a moment, anger flashed in her. She imagined herself 
struggling, Scratching his face, drawing blood. But before she 
‘could lift a finger, the old paralysis kicked in. He caught the 
look of tetror in her eyes and sneered. 
) Mou do nothing, you stupid, lying drunk!” 
*Heswatted her with the back of his hand. Her head ewised 
from the force, cheek turning red where she was hit 
t talking to himself. “Ben's no idiot. He knows 


Hearings away again. ‘That's why she was staying 


Pushed his fae 
ning, “So, 
ble to heat! Al 


hand, 
CONE Why 
Ben needs 


, but she was putty. She sold her hand 
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hey would not. 
rs, he eg to ONG Od plled her closer, Then he 
He grabbed her YT ourh and kneed her inthe UE 
i! sevword so woudly through clen 


4d her face. She could see the 
has had enough!” 


0 


jet!” He hissed th 
har flecks of spittle spraye 
Jae one throb, “Ben 


muscles of his jawb 


Watching, from his hiding spot, the monster Was fucinnsed bY 
the strange display. He understood from their conversation 
fe. He wondered if Frankenstein hit 
Jered if he had hit the woman they'd 
liked him more, But no, hed 
dit avall like this lirele man 


that they were man and wil 
his wife like that. He wond 
made for him, she might have 
had no desire to hit her, and he di 
who hit the woman with the monkey face. 


Mary doubled over, secing stars. The drunken night, the shocking 
sight of Mitzic, the long morning, all left her terribly drained, 
and now she swooned. Her hands hit the rocky floor of the 
warehouse, concrete dust rising where she fell. She felt at the 
grit with her fingers, lowered her knees ro get balance. 

She heard Ben's fat steps coming up quickly. He was going 
to kill her, and she wasn't going to doa damn thing about it. 

“Thisll fix you, you stupid old cow,” he said. He came up 
and kicked her in the side. She rolled, but managed to get onto 
her knees and face him. He pulled back, ready to strike again, 

“No, Ben, don't, love,” Mary begged. She tried to get up, 
but he gripped her hair again, forcing her to hunch over, to 
scramble from her knees to her feet as he pulled. The spot 
where he kicked her side hurt so much it made her wince with 
every move. 

He held her hair with one hand as she crouched and wad- 


dled backwards into a pool of sunlight cast from a broken window: 
With his free hand he drew a long blade from beneath the folds 
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ck cloth jacker coat. 
his head toward her, eyes dead.» 
Hime you lied to old Ben? Remember s, 


Remem 


at he dig a 
th 


? aie please! Don't! I know you qj 


Ine kill 
; her! | 
EtBen knows ic, to, you addled cow! He wa; 
Psenightall night! Buc now hes thinking hac showy 
here, all cut up just like Mitzie, they’! th the Poli 
Hemebloke whardid you both, and Ben will pee sit. the 
Drie took the blade and sliced ic down through epee” 
Ther dress, from breast to navel, exposing the flesh of he 
land revealing the long scar he'd given he: vedo 
He traced the irregular white line of scar tissue with 
(Of the blade, pausing a the smaller, straighter scars ri ‘ 
BM Fe gered confused by it, as fhe wee 
Memieaiiaetisicromchow, but couldn't quite recat 
it o cca 
Sowhacdoyou think of 2” he sad, swaying sigh iC 
See Renerld gcc away with ic?” a 
costa her head. “They'll see the old scat; Ben, 
lone you gaye me, and then they'll know it was someone 


fabric of 


he tip 
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very 


was 
vary like hie treat 


1o see her hurt. 
low, Mary heard @ 
Jincer. She fele the 
a thud, as if the 


‘All ar once he did not want © 

sed as she W' for the y, bl 
ied for th killing 

ee ek about to §p! 


thick wood 
ist a bic and heard 
Je the warehouse 


nsid 
nd felt his grip om her 


Byes clo: 
pans almost Uke th 
vonerete floor tremble jv 
unk of atree had somehow fallen i 
tewas only when she heard Ben &°P a 
seem that she decided to open her 6Yes 
he saw was Ben, @ SUfP 
.d backwards 
hung loosel: 
over Mary's head. No 
ng free than 


rised and wort ied 


The knife was still 
y av his side He 


hair loo 

The firse thing 
Jook on his face as he steppe 
hand, but his arm 


‘vas staring, with some concern, directly 


begin to relax at the thought of bel 
vation that whatever Ben was 


lurched in his b 


sooner did she 


she tensed up again from the rea 
vom in terror was right behind her 


backing away f 
early fell onto her back 


She looked over her shoulder and ni 
feet tall and wide as a 


from surprise. A huge man, maybe seven 
door, his ill-fitting black clothes making him look as if hed 
coffin, had stepped from behind the broken 
low sound she'd heard was 


eee. They know it was you.” 
istopped moying the blade and twisted his head b 
ope } s s head back and 
forth, thinking. Then he said, with a shrug, “I could just cutit 
all out, then, I suppose.” 
Her scream rose, then fell off i 

off into a sob. Ben pulled his arm 

back, ready to plunge the blade inside her. 


climbed out of a 
wall and did not seem pleased. The 
his voice. He was growling, warning Ben off, like a dog would. 
An enormous dog on two legs 
She'd seen worse among the lost souls of Whitechapel, boys 
a home from the war, faces covered with scars and stitches, as if 
i hides | The mark on the woman's belly knitted back together, the c 
‘The monster was confused, gether, the skin death-like, as if the blood was 
too ence to ever come back up to the surface. 
ut shed never seen such a fac i 
ai seen such a face on someone quite so large. 
re now, e of a" 
this is none of your business,” Ben barked as if 


he'd suddenly remembered he was the one with the knife, “Get 


d sewn the pieces of him together. The woman 
hhad similar marks, smaller and sweetet 
‘Woman. Could she be like him? Could 





her husband ; off 


Ben, don't,” 
didn't es << 
“All right for you,’ 
the blade into the intra 
The Intruder glared 
drooping eyelids. If he 
on his face. 


Sticking th 


Ben said 


ders uy 
upper 


Plungiy 
Se opera tothe hil,» 

! beneath thick 
tin, he did register 


lids. Ifhe was feel; 
ing any p; 
S their eyes met, Ben ler 
i The torn rite a : h ofthe eel 
8 phi ight of the wound darkened 
OM the 
aman avall 


a drunken brayad 
lade again 


as still no re action fy 


der if he was 


but 
do came 


Maybe he planned 
gto twist it 


reached, and said, 


Mary n, i 
ever did 
Before eh at it was Ben didn't. 
the intruder put one 
+ then pulled him forward as he 


a punctured balloon. 
fore, again from that 
jouse, 
re om the sound she'd heard when 
pene ral break fa cow, on their way to 


d, as if he'd been folded, His body listed to 
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ment on the giant fist. Thes ie tum 
heap. 


dog;like growling ceased. 
1 the way he fell that 


balanced for amo 
ee he side and collapsed 


hha the giant 
knew from 
were closed, not at all like poor 


sefore realizing that 


the sid 
bled off ro th 
te was only ther 

“Ben?” Mary 
ast hi 


She stared ac him for a moment k 


ww alone with the seranget 
Thee 1 to have fled him, but there was some= 
‘All the anger seemed (0 


«him 
Jessly brutish abou 
sands pitifully in front of him, moving his mouth 


h He stepped toward her, 
thing hope 

aving, his t 
fke Say who wanted food but couldn't speak yet 
‘Ahhn ... Abhn 


‘iagy there,” she said, taking a few steps back. She sensed he 


wouldn't hurt her, but she wasn't quite willing to put that imtt- 
ition to the test. He seemed not quite right in the head: 

He stepped forward again, his feet making loud scraping 
noises, He moved his hands up, indicating her torn dre 

She made a face. “You want to have a go ait ow?” 

She pulled her frayed dress around her, trying to cover her 
self, to make it clear she was saying no, but he growled and 
swatted at her hands. 

She raised them to protect her face, letting go of her dress 
again. “Easy! Easy!” she whined, feeling herself freeze, “I'm sure 
we can work something out. 

Bur he didn't try to feel her breast or pull her into an embrace, 
Instead he parted the cloth above her belly and, with a huge 
index finger that didn’t seem to quite match the rest of his 
hand, he touched the long scar Ben had given her. 

“Ahnn ... ahnnn,” he said again, searching her eyes for 
something 

Maybe someone he loved had a wound like that, of he had 
one himself, She nodded, pretending she understood. She 
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Chapter Six 


“Baron Henry Frankenstein robbed at least six graves and stole 


ies fiom the gallows. When these were not enough 


warm bodi 
for his mad purposes, he had a young woman murdered and 


her heart ripped from her chest. He needed these bodies in 
order to get the proper pieces to complete his experiments.” 

Finished with reading the passage he'd painstakingly written 
out in English the night before, Eric Krogh looked nervously 
beyond the page and down at che scuffed marble floor. Though 
his'Teuronic will had carried him so far from home, now, before 
the cool demeanor of an Englishman, he felt weak and foolish. 

When there was no immediate response, he glanced up to 
see Chief Inspector Devin eyeing him ftom across his paper 
strewn desk, He was barrel-chested and balding, but his hair 
was still as black as a youth's. 

“And he did these experiments for the purpose of creating 
life?” Devin asked. 

Krogh nervously rubbed the sides of his pants legs. “Yes, In 
his own image.” After a moment, he added, “Rather than 
God's,” 

Devin nodded, leaned back in his worn chair, cupped his 
hands in front of him, and tapped his thumbs. “Bus, if he’s 
using body parts, he’s nor really creating life, is he? More like 
rearranging it, wouldn't you think?” 

Krogh's face flushed with embarrassment. He knew full well 
the story sounded absurd, but he had to conyince this dubious 
man from Scotland Yard chat it was real, He had to do this for 































ed an eyebrow, « 
Keogh though ( 
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pened his hands towa sy. 


nary story.” 
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know,” 
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‘ard the unre ad fil 


Please 





the man's cyes t 


DUC couldnit 
read the 

alt 
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young man in the door clicked 
@ dire-brown suit, ned et 
red hair s| 


“Yes. Good,” [ devin 
Krogh rose mechanically. “Yes Of soli a ary 
Oiltside the office, he found himclf 
es ee id himself a spot on a stiff 
ates 2 looked around 
y ‘ard were not 
: outside of the dignified tur 
Scottish Baronial style, 
Guide to London, fh 
| hewn 
— lag though, the walls were plain 
and: oo 7s ed ih in hall, a series of white globe fix- 
hee Aes at regular intervals, making the 
a hospital than an investigative nerve 


The grand halls of 
as he expected. To be sure, the 
ureted building, designed in the 
» Was imposing, In his Ward Lock &-Co 
held read it was made of con 
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rt occurred to Krogh that eve 


loyet - ten times his salary. ; 

employ! es made t : 

is ing to their echoing steps» knowing they were invest 
iseening 


re, and more, scores of usualerimess Krogh 
se va folk tale 
ete vein himself and Killing him would be 
Be rior certain, but hed rold his son, Rikard, thac living by 
oem eervice o the community, was the highest goal in 
soon the loss of an arm (“Or both legs!” he'd added with a 
c when talking to his son) couldn't stop 


n these low-level 


by polish: 















eassuring smil 





forced 


such a man. 
After what seemed 
before him. 
“Inspector?” the Englishman said. 
It took a moment for Krogh to realize Devin was referring 


1 an hour, Devin stepped out and stood 


ro him. “ Yes?” 
“Come with me, please.” 





“Certainly.” 

He fell into step alongside the stout inspector, quite surprised 
when, rather than the office, he was led to a payed yard where 
an officer held open the back door toa police car. 

“Bear with me,” Devin said, motioning him inside, 

Some time into the bumpy ride, Krogh was surprised t0 
recognize the area. 

“Js this... Whitechapel?” he asked. 

Devin furrowed his brow. “Yes. You've been here?” 

Krogh shrugged. “My rented flat...” he began. 

“Ah, yes,” Devin said, with a hint of sympathy that made 
Krogh squirm. Luckily, just about then, the ride ended as the 
car half rolled up on the curb before the Commercial Sureet 


Police Station. : 
The stark metal sign on the basement door he was fed #0 
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said simply, “Morgue 


Th response 


D€ of th, 
bodies underneath, | 
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“They're both ready 

Krogh noted the lact 

had been driven a | 


wang 
"ng 
dit mad b ‘he man 
“Thank you, Stimpson,” 


tid, earning toward Koy 
"Brace yourself. It’s a bit or, me 


Krogh stiffened, “| 
socker. I don't bel 
more.” 


aM s arm pulled our at th 
lieve there's anything efi thar could upsee me 


Devin eyed him He seemed about to 
strained himself, “We!] we'll 
Motbid Kris Kringle pulled back both she. ts 

Seconds later, someone handed Krc 
Which only made him empty hi 

Devin stepped forward and F 
retched. “I pride myselfon a mundane imagination, Inspector, 
MOF soaring or unbelievable, lilec Jules Verne, but capable of 
imagining what real people di 
One thing its taught me is th 
@ monster. God docs 


smile again, but te 


ee then.” He nodded, and the 


h a pail, the smell o 


is stomach faster 


parted him on the back while he 


© on real days, for good or evil. 


lat you don't need a man to make 


it quite nicely on His own,” 
Krogh wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, “Who 
were they?” 
“Two last three nights, scrangled, 
roa see. Our lads here are split 
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“gi J is a doctor, but they agree he has 
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the ureru 
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of each woman 
Is ma 
bare entrail 


fe,” he muttered 
The seat of reall 


with some golden liquid in it, 
Stimpson ha 


1 08 U up. 
“eee 1, Krogh took a sip as Devin 
Recognizin 
oes is a doctor. He was about to grad: 
shi se Gol ie Medical college with their highest 
ean bur ' ae left, dissatisfied with the type of 
rs, but he abruptly left, dissa 
aan ld give him for his experiments, yew 
es code essed that Devin recalled the details 
Fe hel + abt J the graves, he and his hunchback 
Puan hj one piece of the body; an arrn, a lege 
Pee ccs al tunate woman, a heart, That much, 
of one unfortunate word 


Do you agree?” Devin 


of, in the case c : 

at least, tallies with what we've got her 

we Crogh’s belly and 

We feeling from the scotch invaded Kroghis belly 
long bis back bs hls esd ie na e 
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Chapter Seven 


prankenscin had ce Limo pull UP directly in front of 

Henry Fre rian scorefront. His driver Bor oun trotted to 

the sav ger door, and held it open. ; 

the pane fifteen: minutes,” Frankenstein sad a he 
Friis white gloves on and exited. His tone was neither 

We uc he didn't look at the driver at all, and 


ieasant nor rude, n 
Ms appened to see him 


Perainly wouldnt recognize him if he h 


again on the street. ; 
Tewas evening and the bright sun that made its rare invasion 


of the city was finally giving up its fight. After years of reading 
by candlelight and working in the dark, Frankenstein felt abit 
of relief a the growing dimness. The shadows of the tall build- 
ings on the tight cobblestone strect cooled the stone and plaster 
and evened out any contrast in the images. 

Frankenstein's eyes fixed on the ill-kept window display of 
the Burke & Hare Medical Supply Warehouse. Behind the 
storefront, a much larger building loomed, the titular ware- 
house, he assumed. 

He stepped toward the display. The glass was smudged with 
some sort of dirt, and inside a thick coat of dust covered the 
anatomical models for sale. There was a giant model of an eye, 
with a crude rendering of the lacrimal gland; a male torso with 
all the viscera exposed; and an intricate skeletal model of the 
hand, showing, in rather neat detail, all ewenty-seven bones. 
He had to chuckle at the human head that had fallen off its 
pedestal, its skull cap missing, revealing @ particularly poor 

~ 
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all the images of death h 
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Frankenstein they were 
planning to build a chair, 
Mr. Burke?” he called, 
rs The gentle voice of some 
son satisfaction drifted ou; 


" There was a rustlin, after which hin man with ay 
ically 5 & i 
Bs hich a tall, chin man with a typ 


ae " Pleasant manner drifted out, “Dt 
we ime? Or do you prefer Baron?” he said, ¢x- 

long, De se of his right hand, 
2g cool hand and shook it lightly. “l 
baron is an accident of birth, or, rathes 

isa title I've cated.” 
eat cea Tepeated, now moving 
cup Frankenstein's between his. 

Simply Mr, Burke.” 


thar 


ing fate ean 
Stepped inside 


‘one well trained in the arts of cus 
t from the back room. “A moment, 
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i for me.” 

for keeping your shop open for me.” 
ye ceally,” he said, still smiling, “I live in a small 
if the warehouse, and you seemed co be ina 


“Thank 
«No trouble, 
the back 


Fr 
thar is co say ™ 
ng I'll remain in 

Burke nodded sym 


es nervously. “Yes, 1 am. Well, 


nikenstein lowered his ey’ 
and I’ve no idea how 


y enthusiasm propels me, 
England,” 
pathetically. “Enthusiasm can bea blessing 
gra curse. But, since youre in a rush, et’ get down to it, then, 
Ghat ean I do for you? You said you were a student af a good 
‘s, Dr. Waldman.” 

Yes,” Frankenstein answered. He fumbled for the folded re- 
ceipe in his pocket, noticing his hands were shaking again. He 
y handed it to Burke, hoping the man wouldnt notice 

she gently took the 


lot 


eustomer of ours 


quick! 
the tremors, but, judging from his face a 
paper, he did. 

Burke read. “Yes. This is a receipt for two brains. One normal, 
one abnormal,” His eyebrow raised a bit. “The normal specimen 
ferched quite a high price, but Dr. Waldman is always inter= 
ested in the best, and, as we used to say, the fresher the body, 
the higher the price. Are you interested in obtaining another 


e? Of course, given time, we can procure 


specimen like that on 
ce, Still, if 


anything, but that might be difficult on short noti 
the price is right...” 
“No, no,” Frankenstein said, a licele impatiently. “I dont 
want to procure any specimens. I wane to know about the ab- 
normal brain, You see, Td like very much to find out wh te 
donor was, what sore of man he was, whac kind of life he led. 
Burke eyed it. “Really? Ie is, afterall, only a piss® of dead 
tissue.” pl 
Frankenstein froze aimoment and Barke Mati have noticed 


the change im his face- ; 
“ts shea etl or religious issues Doctor? We do some 
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ee : 
at this is the a UP, bur lee tude, 
‘ay to oe i 
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ample, and that’s a lve revealing how we {0m 
tricky business Tr af fii Procuted th 
Taid,” . 


usty displays 


a and | : 
Yeats ago it was very diff his father's b 


Strictly regulated 


} even outright illegal, 





: 8 far as my mother 
a litele grave robbing,” 
history, Frankenstein furrowed 


ering, certainly, but 
bout the other issue.” 








F FRANKE 


bone and meat, a fascinating, 


a piece of 
achine. | conceive of no God who 


+ do I believe in any law thar 
< only in learning about where 

ould do toe from, whac the person who lad itwas like, and 
a re zprteation becween it and his behavior That's all. 1 
Bee mny discretion will be complete.” 

ree lightened considerably. “Tm glad to hear you say it. 
Hafeared men such as you understand such things but 
enlightened persons who do not. The gen- 
his property for instance, refuses to walk 


sHADOW O! 


THE 


A body i iB 
ses yess but just a 1 
igh our curiosity, 00 

y interest 


machines 


would pun 
would do the same- M 


Soph 
there are so many 
tleman who leases us t 


under a ladder.” 
This time Frankenstein did chuckle. “Well, there are a lot of 


fools about.” His voice became raspy, almost pleading, “But 


can you help me? Please? 
“The fact is we work with a number of individual contractors, 





those who were called resurrection men in my grandfather's day. 

With the proper impetus, I might be able to crosscheck our 

records and discover which specific contractor supplied this 

particular specimen. There'd also be the matter of contacting 

the fellow, reassuring him as to the sophisticated nature of your 

character, and the guileless quality of your intentions , ..” 
Burke stopped speaking, as if the rest were obvious 


Having bribed his share of officials, gravediggers, and watch 
je reached 


men, Frankenstein knew exactly what Burke meant. Hi 
into his pocket and tossed two gold coins on the counter. 


“For your troubles, Mr, Burke, Kindly tell your resurrection 
as well, and a thied if my 


man that there will be two for him 
inquiries bear fruit.” 

Burke indicared the coins with a nod of his chin, 
“For that amount, sir; Leould p 
new brains of the finest quali,” he 


their complete histories: 
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t sitting acros 
warning how the cre, 
Pitied his mind fo, r 
ae fear. What ha 
Mh 
ingerous! Poor old Waldman, Hay 


anything that w, 
as dangerous? WW) 
Pofind out what lie bac nc 


beyond? 
es s beyond? Have you never 
clouds and the stars oy to know wh Se 
ahaa what causes the sreesto bud and 
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5 : ‘cover it 4 JES 

eternity is, for exdmple, I wouldn’s c, jaya 
cracy! 


journey beyond is oun 
18 beloved mentop 

© You never wanted to dy 
d we by 

we be if nobody tried 


wanted to look beyond 





“are if they did think I was 


He eyed Burke 
and said stiffly, “Dr, i 
. 4 “Dr. Waldman is dead.” 
Burke's face grew solemn, “I’m so oa a 
Whirled back to the door. As he opened it, he 


the 
lass, che tall, gangly Burke, reverentially 
ory of the dead doctor. 


in muttered as the door 












Chapter Eight 


urn directly to the Savoy. He had 

var drop hi at Charing Cross Road 
fb canbeidee Circus, hoping a cigarette and a walk would 
a himself even when he wanted, 
his quick clip brought him to the hotel doors before the cigarette 
was half finished. Rather than enter, he circled the block ewice, 
¢ was down to the filter. Then he lit another 


Frankenstein didn’ ret 
fe ‘im several blocks away, 


But, unable to slow h 


until his cigarett 
and walked around again. 


He told himself he was ta 
fact was that the taste of his secret journey to 


him, to his fingers, to his mind, 
pon seeing her, He 


ing his time in case Elizabeth was 


sleeping, but the 
Burke & Hare still clung to 
and he feared he'd blurt out the details u 
her. It was an extreme effort, one that filled 


hated lying co 
uth would only 


him with shame, but it seemed telling the en 
pain her. 

On his fourth transit, the concierge, a short, well-manicured 
man with a good temperament and perfect posture, happened 
to be standing outside. When he gave the baron an uncharac- 
Frankenstein knew something was 
the concierge waved 


teristically nervous glance, 
wrong, He headed toward the man just as 
him over. 

“What is it?” Frankenstein said. 

The concierge, having regained his p' 
withdrew a white envelope from his pocket 
Frankenstein ripped ie open so quickly be meaty Of 
of fine hotel stationery inside. 























e Was swe 
sweating heavily, 


he heard Eli 

‘ Flizabeth softly 

re ly moaning. He push 

balding ata table, dabbing her eyes wih i sr 
an with a hawkish nose and thick Shik 


From inside, 

innie was 5 

@5 4 stour, 

oN from the bedroom, 
kee] ‘ o 

“4 per shot to her feet when she saw her mastet 

been terrible! The police were here for you! 







fein pulled off his ove 
the back of a chair, 
Minnie. Is Elizabeth all right?” 
Ror to talk to her, chat she was feeling 
ly pushed me out of the way, they did. 
anything, 


Se 


rcoat and ascot, tossing them 
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ee snapped his head toward the doctor, “How 
ise gernand that youre # medical man?” 

Pes to be suffering from some sort of trauma, cencered 
on you,” Radsworth said. Frankenstein felt the man's eyes 
el vor thinks I beat her. 


Tred in our home then kidnapped. 1 was 


“She was assaul 
labors for the kidnappers to secure her 


forced to perform some 
release. Will she be all right?” 

Radsworth shook his head. 
such a fright will fade with time. 
underlying, chronic condition. Has she a 

Frankenstein gave the man a bitter smile. 
myself.” 

Radsworth looked down at Frankenstein's shaking hands 

“Tye given her something that should make her sleep.” 

He placed his bag on a table, and clicked it open. “I'll leave 
the medication with you. I'd hesitate to use it frequently, but if 
she becomes hysterical again, ic might be necessary.” 

He pulled out a small, rubber-stoppered borde and a syringe, 
laid them on a white cloth, and handed them to Frankenstein, 
Frankenstein's eyes went wide when he saw the label. Forgetting, 
Elizabeth might hear, he shouted at the doctor. 

“This is an opiate! The streets and poothouses are full of 
addle-brained beasts enslaved to this so-called medicine, Your 
country fought a war over it!” Frankenstein said. <> 
“Which is why, Baron, I rust you'll only use i 
is and at the recom 


“Jes difficult to say. For many 
For others, it brings out an 
Iways been anxious?” 
“No more than 
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bbing to high anxiety 
looked more like a ty; 
to the ¢ 


Frankenstein 
a twitch, 
‘able and took 


nodded, 
The doctor le, 


the syringe and the 
ut, but a moan from 


© ation ‘ate, and instead, he wi 
loth the doctor laid them upon, Bi a 
5 in the 


Minnie. Never,” 
AE Worry, si pitas 
ase MTY, a, T wont. Ever.” She looked as if she was 
aad Y something else, but didn’t 
8° zee Elizabeth now,” 
sir, 





he walked 
Red to the bedroom door, and pressed his 


s Be thought he could hear her quick 
‘was his own, riding tensely above the 
ing heart, 
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itting, she lay on her 
i Jonger propped up vo sitt h 
ein Jaa Sind thin pillow. She gazed at the anes 
ick here petal sing and alin, Sune 
as abveed her gown had been changed, and he guesses 
He no! 


‘ helped her with that. 
ai ie on the carpeted floor and pulled a chair up next 
fe crept 


heside of the bed. Despite his best efforts, it glanced off the 
Agenda turned to him without 
umappatid se him, smiled. But then her 
inking, and, 


brow furrowed and sh 
“Basy, my darling. 
made you woory,” Frankenstei 


worry about.” 
He unbuttoned his jacket and sat in the chair, taking her 


hand in both of his. She felt cool to the touch, so he slowly 
rubbed and warmed her. 

“Henry, oh, Henry. The police were here,” she said, slurring 
her words. 

“Yes, | know. Irs all right.” 

“They kept asking where you were, where youd been,” 
she said. Her shoulders tensed as if she were trying to sit 
wp despite the drug. “What did they want? Why were they 

ere?” 

He looked away from her, down at the white hand he was 
rubbing, hugging with his own hands. “Irs nothing my darling. 
Just some nonsense with our passports, that’s all. We left it 
such a rush, I neglected to fill out some paperwork. You know 
how the English love their paperwork.” 
“That's all, Henry?” 
“That's all, I'll take care of it first thing in the 
sign some forms, and be back before 


thet 


aking a low thud. Shi 
eming to recognize 
let out a soft moan. 
"The drug that fool doctor gave you has 
in said softly. “There's nothing to 
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she saig Hts Poor m, ery 


Sher ya. 0M 
ANd fro, lee yy eed 
Wned, «ll 
WI 


Her features so 


slowed, : 
: She smiled, 


ing herself over ga pea 


thedrug, 
: t00, if you ¢ right outside that sig 
ial need us. Then in the mornin “ 
Across her ch the police,” he said. He laid ne hae} 
foss her chest and pulled . He laid her hand 
You're iy a the blanket up over it. 
5 OH iis z 
oo sep. Bood at fixing things, my love,” she sid faindy, 
T’ve ever tri 
Bently on the forchead qos” wi : 
tg ispered. He kissed het 
cad, drew ch 


blinds, and stepped back out 





h _ 
d over like a large eae clasped in front 
cme. "She's Berter now,” be 

mM once I sort out this foolish 
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; ir and read 
n opened it an 
prankenseci Pe off ee bac 


ces a 
i mnie, Sray by the door in case 


If ego vo g0 ou 8 Mini 
a 
piabeth Heels YOR «reaction, didn't want 10 $6 
dn’ wal her reaction, 
edi al pois ot bu the old woman Gang 
so he mand helped hm get his ams in thesleeves. 
ghar shall Tsay if she voutve gone and left her 
‘ al 8 


her face, 


eves, 


asks why 


» from her voice. 


s, disapproval dripping v 

S esiainein Tesicated only bricfly. “Tell her . . «tell her 1 

couldnt sleep, that I've gone for a walk and will be back as soon 
Ican,” 

: down 


ain of the oppressive suite, he walked quickly 


Free ag 
actually wait for the elevator 


the hall, opting this time to 
Could he keep his promise about sorting everything out with 


the police? What did they want? IF was that fool local inspector 
what would the charges be anyway? Making a man? Uncovering 
the greatest secret of the universe? 

They should be giving him awards. 

Ashe reached the front desk and called for his car, he put his 
concerns about the police behind him. Right now all he had to 
worry about was finding, in this glorious mess that was 
London, the right man and the right graveyard. 
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{ They won't do. Not 


cobb rolled his eye* 


1." ; 
Fi ae pkenstcin reali 
dang using uncon 
ve akyrocker for pod 


under the circumstance: 

































“Yer clothes! 


ng.in cockney thyming 
vexed rhymes, like Uncle Ned for bed, 
Ket, Others might find it quaint, but 
«. Frankenstein found it absurd and 


zed he was speakir 


Fe antied sideways and indicated the low houses and 

iukepe hops and pubs ofthe neighborhood they were in. 
ter eve been murders on these fields of wheat the last few 
Some Jane Shores cut up. The ginger 


weeks,” Cobb continued.” 
trope are out in force and everyone ison the lookout for suspi 


lous characters.” 
“Well, what's that got to do with us?” Frankenstein said. 


Cobb tapped his chest with his index finger, right where a 
button was missing from his shirt. “Me, nothing. On my own. 
You, nothing. On your own, Many such as yourself wander the 
dubs and pubs here. But rogether, you and I strolling down the 
street like China plates? Who do you think forget seeing us?” 

Frankenstein sighed. “I suppose you're right. But what's t 
be done about it now?” 

Cobb looked around to see if anyone was watching, then 
motioned Frankenstein into an alley. “Come this way.” The 
shovels clanked as he vanished into the dark. 

Frankenstein hesitated at the edge of darkness. “See here, 
you're not going to try to rob me?” 

“Pl wait for that until we get to the graveyard,” Cobb 
smirked, 

When Frankenstein didnt follow, the lie man cleared Bis 
throat and said, more somberly, "I won't daisy best ir as 
Burke knows me and he keeps my 
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‘ankenstein mussed hi 
€8s of it as he could, 


Said) doin, oo i™ UP and down. “Now 


Mickedsbare sit¥i=e (0 himself 
Cobb rsd air, making as much am 
"Deyon ‘eg Let's be off, then.” 

iow whi, ie igo” 

BvOiwalled i which Brave it is?” Frankenstein asked as the 

id creatures wandered the 


soot an 
dd grime that seemed to cove 


ih age 
ey would remind Frankenstein of the villagers 
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ct ead, But can’t you Fe 
jr T've reas 
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" . 
else, ma head, Franken! Fn 
Cobh shook ae “he romantic history £ 


sein began to wonder if 
r the sake of 


ebrow. “Bob Donning? Something like 


sir, welll find the spot where I nicked 


ue don't WOFTYs ; 
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any ag few blocks had been neatly vacane of traffic, and 
now they were quite alor bb stopped at the edge of a high 
vrone fence, swung his sack once, twice, then let it go. It sailed 
ver the top and landed with a thud and clatter on the far side, 

“Quiet, you fool!” Frankenstein hissed, forgetting for a mo- 
ment he was not out with Fritz 

Cobb glared at him, obviously not used to taking orders and 
not caring for the baron’s tone in the least. After a moment he 
calmed and lifted his foot. 

“Give us a leg up, then, will you, sir?” Cobb said. 

Frankenstein complied, cupping his hands and boosting the 
man up the wall. Cobb grabbed the wall’s edge, then lifted and 
owisted himself into a seated position. He patted his legs and 
laughed a bit. “There, now, that’s the easy part!” 

Impatient, Frankenstein raised his hands for Cobb to pull 
him, Cobb, who now had Frankenstein's expensive clothes in 
his sack on the other side of che wall, hesitated, but then 
reached down and helped the baron up to his side, Frankenstein 
turned and saw rows of stone and gravemarkers that went on 
for alittle less than a hundred yards, before ending in another 
high wall. 

Tt-was tiny and unassuming, compared to the vast rolling, 


cemeteries in his native land. The rows were 
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xc down first, landing squarely on his f 
Frankenstein followed. The short, beasth Ct iN the 
rows then the markers shseeneetpedl se e 
jn froncof a small ploc with no stone aan 
wes of wood nailed together in the shape of 4 all, jue 
Hanes were crudely scribbled on them, Srome 
dat it, his brow squeezing together, 





‘OO th 


“Well?” Frankens 
-*{ think this is it,” Cobb said. 
instumbled toward the marker, bits of dirt wor 
Fee dtr way through the holes in che soles ofthe borne 
shoes. He leaned down, pressing his hands into the earth and 
ding his eyes at the crude handwriting. “Tom Nodding, 
Fhedate ofdeath seems about right.” He turned toward Cobb, 
. “Are you certain? Absolutely certain?” 
"fm not one to be believing in absolutes, but my memories 
tell me this could be it.” He pulled a shovel from the sack, “If 
4a “the grave's empty, I'll swear to it. That was the only body in 
years I nicked what had a wooden marker. Usually, I like 
the poor ones alone. No fringe benefits, if you get my 
J ig ys 





th with gusto. 
ithe stroke, Cobb said, “You seem to have dot 
‘again slammed the blade into the anh 
, his foot. “Yes, well, sometimes 
ou procure yo e” he answ' 
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«pal Tm sure Burke would be happy t0 hire you if you ever 


jred of baroning!” 
ot aa orsveep that in mind,” Frankenstein said. 

“The baron felt the tense mood between them lighten as they 
cit task, He watched the pile of dirt alongside 
w higher and higher with the rising 
? plain wooden coffin, crusted 


gor on with th 
The aad, untended grave Bro" 


sntil finally, the top of 
ped by their shovels, lay bare. 


here its,” Frankenstein said. “Help me pry the id off.” 

Cobb shoved a spade into the narrow space benween the lid 
and the box, then leaned back on the handle. There wasa 
sreak, deadened by the dirt walls, as the lid rose a fraction ofan 
vnch, Frankenstein kneeled, wedged his fingers in, and pulled: 
‘The lid rose, the contents of the box revealed. 


moon { 
with earth and chip} 





“Empty,” Frankenstein said. 

“Then that’s it,” Cobb said. “Unless someone switched the 
markers, your brain belonged to old Tom Nodding,” 

“Have you any idea who he was? How he lived?” 
‘obb said, wiping some sweat from bis 





“By rumor only, sir, 
brow. He pulled himself our of the hole and stretched his back. 
“Bur he died young, not by nature's choice, if you eateh my 
drift, Local Whitechapel man. I think his mother, Emma, is still 
with us. You can ask around about her easy enough. Im sure 
you'll understand if it's not a task T'd want to join you for.” 

Frankenstein nodded. “Tom Nodding,” 

Cobb cleared his throat. “Now about that extra gold pieces” 

“Yes, of course,” Frankenstein said, wiping the dirt from his 
hands as he stood in the grave. “You've earned it. Its in my 
coat. Get the tools, while I climb out to get it. We cam make 
quick work of filling the grave in.” 

‘A woman's giggle snapped both their heads toward the gated 
end of the small yard. Cobb, still standing and visible, frase a 
two shadowy figures made their way among the graven 7 
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% “Get down here, you fool!” Frankenstein hissed, 
Dae Gobbi fer. Gobb rade a Face atthe insult ah "tig 
My back down. -* en Slipped 
© They'll see the dirt," Cobb whispered, 
Better thaw having them sce you,” Frankenstein uy « 
gould think ir a new grave readied for a burial in tae The, 
But keep quiet!” nothing 
Frankenstein peered above the line of the , 
Warehed in silence as the source of the giggle, a sho, 
her late forties, led a taller figure with a cane, 4 
decrstalkier cap deeper into the small cemetery, 

“This way,” she said as she pulled him along 
clear spot here.” 

Unsteady on her fect, she took him to within ten yan 
Where Cobb and Frankenstein hid. Then she lay dower 
Bare patch of ground, pur up her knees, and hiked up hers 
as the tall man hovered over her. 

"A whore,” Cobb confirmed. 
"They use graveyards?” Frankenstein whispered bak 


“Theres hie 


Cobb shrugged. “Ics cheaper than letting, and quieter han 
an alley.” 

All at once, the tall man fell forward, or rather, swooped, 
down on the prone woman, his cape fanning on either side 
neil it settled and covered them both like a blanket. It ruffled 
and twisted with movement. 

There was a brief audible gasp, then a quiet gurgling that 
faded into the even, soft rustling of the cloth, Confused 

enstein raised his head a little to get a better view. 
’s he doing? What's going on?” Frankenstein said, his 


1 dont 


red as he pulled him back down. “You 
tunderstood you were a married man. 


THE SHADOW OF FRANKENSTEIN Ld 
“Loole at the folds in his cape. 


* Frankenstein said. 
val side her, not astride, and his 


“No, 110 ‘ 

sw is all wrong, He's be | 
ving up, across, and down ; 

M om » quickly rose to his full height. 
foments 

mmatein thought he caught a glimpse of something long, 


id, bur when the man turned in their 


His positie 
fight arm 
. acer, the man 
Franken 
sharps 


dire e 
“Do you want us caught?” he hissed 
ankenstein said. He stood 


nd silver in his han 
1, Cobb nearly yanked him to the ground, 


“Something's wrong, | tell yor : 
and looked, The whore was still lying there, motionless, “I 


think he's attacked her. 
With the tall man gone, Frankenstein leape from the grave 
and stepped up to the woman, In the moonlight the image was 
Her throat was slit, her head nearly cut off, but that 
nearly as bad as what had been done to her below her 


“Dear heaven,” Frankenstein said. “The woman's been 
eviscerated!” 

He kneeled by her side and grabbed her hand. Still warm, 
He sensed Cobb beside him then turned to see the little man 
crossing himself 

“If I had my tools, my needle, some thread, I might be able 
to help her,” Frankenstein said, Gently he pulled back a jagged 
flap of the woman's abdomen. His face grew even more per 
plexed. “Her uterus is missing. Who could remove an organ so 
quickly?” 

Cobb looked as if he were goi ig, to be sick. 

She's done for,” he said. “We've got to ger out of hens, 
quickly.” 
: nkenstein shook his head. “Not just yet. Get me my 
Clothes. If | can reconnect the jugular, bandage some of these 
wounds, cauterize the larger arteries...” 


When Cobb didn't move, Frankenstein glared at him. “Hurry, 
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asco 
cot into small piece 
nife,” 


Frankenstein’ 
cin’s head as the tho; 

. uught of once 
human body flushed through pre 


fi i 
uany look. “You did say your money was 


Bieaicae is head like a whirlpool, and 


Sucked into blackness, 
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‘Murdet!” someone shri 
thecrude buildings, Whi The cry reverberated between 
of, lew. Feet stamped. Lights played 


teins closed eyes, The sounds hurt 


his y 
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ghield his eyes only to wince when he touched the large 

head 0 sis forehead. Everything ached. 
ee were people around him, he wasnt sure how many, 
bur he focused on the fect and black pant legs of one man 
vio stood close by. Frankenstein raised his head, hoping 
« could make out blond hair and squarish fear 
have been a delusion, but he looked like a Fellow 


bruise on his 


see a face, Hi 
tures. It may 


countryman. ‘ ( 
“Be a good fellow and help me up. I've been robbed, 


Frankenstein said weakly. He rubbed some blood off his fore- 
head, chen wiped his hand against his shabby borrowed clothing 
before extending it to the man who towered over him, 

The tall man, surprisingly strong, ignored the hand and 
yanked his arm nearly hard enough to dislocate it, He pulled 
Frankenstein nearly to his feet, and very close to the Germanic 
face and burning blue eyes 

“Here, now, what are you doing?” Frankenstein said. He felt 
some strength return and tried to pull away. “Is everyone in 
England a savage?” 

The hand wrapped around his forearm was strong, #0 he 
flailed and pulled with renewed vigor, 

“What is it you want?” Frankenstein said, “If you. want 
money, I'll get you some, just please let me go!” 

‘Then he paused, remembering the face of the young inspector 
whose efforts had chased him from his homeland. 

“Henry Frankenstein,” Erik Krogh said, “You are under 


arrest!” 





and cry out, *Y, 


4 ou must let me 5 nd them, 
she's all right!” € sp ! T must know if 
fe if 


work every step of the way, 
accomplishments, 


hall with a shorter, stourer, older man a 
ie and walk leu 3 ho wore a 
oa with considerable comfore in his 
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a soon stood before him, his light hair and 
Beery th | shadows of the bars. Frankenstein 


he vertical 
e i in a gesture of supplication, and tried to make 
head 


ading as possible 
ee ch, is i?” Frankenstein said, “Whatever you 


fe has done nothing. Her emotional 


face marred 
lowered his 
his voice as pl 

‘inspector Krogh isi 

kc I've done, my wife | 
es is very delicate, that’s che main 
? ye you haven't dragged her into this? 


reason we came here. 


Please tell m 


Krogh remained still as a starue, bur the hatred im his eyes 


was palpable. Finally, the other man, the older one with the 


paunch and the moustache, answered for him. “She knows 
you're our guest, Baron, but not why. 

“Thank you,” Frankenstein said, vaguely relieved. 

Krogh’s companion stifled a grin. “I's no favor, it's standard 
operating procedure, SOP.” He paused, then added, "I'm Chief 
Inspector Devin, of Scotland Yard.” 

Krogh pulled out a small book, opened it, and started 
writing, 

“I know what you're thinking,” Frankenstein said. "But I 
didn't kill thac woman. | do know who did. He was dark 
skinned, medium height, he wore a cape and a deerstalleer cap, 

The knife was long and thin, He had to be a surgeon to do 
what he did so quickly. There must have been blood on him.” 

“Blood like that?” Devin said, pointing through the bars at 
Frankenstein's stained shirt and hands 

“Twas trying to help her! I'm a doctor!” 

“And what were you doing unconscious in the graveyard, 
doctor?” Devin said, 

Frankenstein's eyes darted from face to face. 

“T'm a stranger to your country, but I do know something 
about English law. I should like to see an attomey before Lanswer 
any further questions,” he said, 

Devin sighed and looked down. Krogh 
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“| etesting » 
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Put in, away the key with 


let him roy» 
7 for, Kropl, 
B: rankenstein Talsed his head, regard : 
ee * *egarded the men a m 


Devin 0, 
pened the 
handcuffs, ed 


loment, 


and Krogh held UP d pair of 
“Is thar Necessary?” 
‘A Precaution,” Deyi 
Krogh roughly spun 
Steel cuffs onto his thin w: 
sountryman was doing hi 
Painful as possible, 


They flanked him 
The only oth 


tankenstein said 
in shrugged, 


Frankenstein 


er occu 


As they exited the holdi: 
its, Frankenstein turned 


Ee) a 
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: ” Devin 
e J has told us quite a bie about you” Devin 
nb inoue how you like co experiment wi 
bly al 


; ” 
vat them up inc piece 

dn De 
shouldn't tey co learn from 

wedevin shrugged, “T just dl 


London where a short chubby man with 


d to the morgue, : 
me Piisgotics them at the door. Inside the yellow tiled 
whice whiskers 


h with a body under a sheet. 
rie eae ae steady,” the chubby fellow said 
eheerly. Pease tn coward Devin and tried to whisper 
though Frankenstein easily made out every word. “I didnit have 
time to finish on Mr. Blyss, though, so he’s still ou. 

“That's all right, Stimpson,” Devin said. Annoyed, the chief 


“inspee 
id, “Nota 
i you think lifeless flesh so sacred 


2” Frankenstein said. 
hrink ic illegal to rob graves in 


inspector checked the toe tags, and pushed one table away 
from the rest. Then he waved Frankenstein over to the first of 
the three. Frankenstein felt Devin’ 
pulled back the sheet 


burning into him as he 


Frankenstein nodded. “The woman who was murdered 
last night.” 

“Her name was Kelly Blaine,” Krogh put in. “She was thirty- 
seven and had two children,” 

Frankenstein ignored the pointless details. His eyes were 
riveted on the corpse, dancing up and down the slash marks, 
the bruises, He twisted his head this way and that, then lurched 
awkwardly forward, having momentarily forgotten his hands 
were cuffed. 


Regaining his balance, he looked at Devin. “May I take a 
closer look?” 


Devin nodded, but Krogh hesitated. 


: “You can shoot me if try to eseape, Krogh. I suspect youll 
like that a great deal,” Frankenstein said with a bit of a sneer 
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Two if the f; 


Krogh said, 
Pethaps one, if | wor 
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en da 
on than that,” amaged, 


levin, 
What was it You wanted me to 


“I never said this was about yo. 
said. 

“Ah. You wanted to see how I reacted. W 
your curiosity,” Frankenstein said 

You did,” Devin said with that funny little smile of his. 

Frankenstein was about to Say something when his attention 
was drawn to the table Devin had pushed away 

“What about that one?” 

Devin nodded toward the covered body. “Benjamin Blyss. 
They found him dead in an abandoned warehouse not far from 
here.” 

) Frankenstein stepped over to pull the sheet back, but Krogh 


u seeing anything,” Devin 


éll, I hope I've satisfied 
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Devin cut se 
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back # 
sulled the sheet 

akenstein pul tee 
hajred eoroner merrily fil 4 = dei "H ci 
ved in. E believe a piece 


{to help 
meone trick 
"ig {, left him there 


of mortar ¢ 
him, pried it off, but when they 


on hi 
realized he wa He ae : 
enstein leaned over t 
rath flared briefly, hi 


at the bruise. As he saw it, 


loc 
hands shook, but he 


Fra 
stiffened, His eyes 


he 
forced him 


alm as he 


reaction with interest, “Something 


win noted h : . 
aor irk istein said, stepping back. Stimpson stepped 
\d covered the corpse 
ast rood closely for the first time 
Mr. Burke sends his apologies and 


Stimpson 
As the two men p 
whispered to Frankenstein 
his regards 


Frankenstein eyed the coroner, impressed at Burke's reach. His 


reaction was interrupted by a loud, “Well, well,” from Devin 
The stout chief inspector said. “I've other matters to attend 
Inspector Krogh, will you kindly walk the baron back to his accom: 
modations here, then join me on the second floor? They've been 
kind enough to set up a second office for me here.” 

Krogh nodded 

“See here, Devin, I've done as you asked,” Frankenstein said. 
“You must let me go! 

Devin smiled. “In due time. You've been helpful. I promise 
things won't be held up by any undue paperwork.” 

With that, Devin exited and Stimpson went about puttering 
in a corner of the large room. Frankenstein and Krogh stood 
there, staring ac one another, as the door clanked shut, As soon 


as he was sure that Devin was gone, Frankenstein waved Krogh 
over to the fourth table, 





f the bruise.” p, 
Ape as he spoke, * Tulse, 


Fran i 
ikenstein fumbled at the pocket of his shire fork 


: his ciga- 
was Cobb's clothes i 


he still wore, He 

asking him for a cigarette, then 
Spoke slowly, hoping at least his voice 
ly know one thing powerful enough to 
one blow like that.” 


's face went white. “The monster? 
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Frankenstein said, pitifully. 


i 
ii inac ect seein 8 
*No, no» M0" VT saw it buried by rons o} 


lab, [ swear it! 
a could have: 
hac thing isn't 
pase nee » Frankenstein said, pulling away. “IF 


That’ point, 
“phar’s not the pol 
ied somehow, if ics out there, it must be destroyed! You 
it suevive 


ul” 
ust lee me help yo ; 
viNever!” Krogh shouted, pushing Frankenstein away. 
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Bue in this our cause is the same! I wane it destroyed! Ie 
must be destroyed! And who better than me to help? 
Frankenstein said. “What could I have done to make you revile 


survived!’ 


human!” Krogh said, still shaking him, “It 


meso?” s 
Krogh’s head and shoulders shook and the muscles in his 


jaw and neck tightened as he clenched his fist and shook ie in 
Frankenstein's face. “I saw that monster of yours rip out my 
boy's arm!” 

Shock and sadness swept over Frankenstein. He stepped 
back from the shaking fist and said, “Good Lord, man! Did 
you save the arm?” 

“For what? One of your demonic: experiments?” Krogh 
howled. Then he pulled back and punched Frankenstein square 
in the mouth, sending the slight, shaking man back and down 
to the floor, 

From the floor, Frankenstein raised his head, eyes low, and 
wiped the blood on his lips with the back of his hand, “Krogh, 
you simple idiot. You reduce everything to black and white, so 
You take me for a sinner, a maniac who should be punished, 
bur life is much, much more complex than that! If che arm has 
survived, I could sew it back on, reconnect it, and make your 
boy whole again,” 

Krogh froze, speechless, his mouth half open. He seemed 
uncertain whether to punch che man again or offerhima hand. 
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Oe a ‘vias torment might show, Krogh picked up 
i ime 
“Saati aH reached the door to the small office 


he convinced hi Fi i 
Cam iced himself it was only simple 
curiosity thar motivated the many glances that came his way, 


ash 
'¢ opened the door, uncertain whether 


along 
8 with machine-like precis 
sion, 


/ 
He would turn my son 
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ef Inspector 
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the yellowing papers 1n*! 


to mind. 
‘odded toward & small chair 


ciny 
ceuriniZiDg 
he didn't seem 
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with files. 
at, Krogh and set them on the floor 


i mass of papers J 
ae aie “ single sheet fall. Then he sat in the chair, 
careful 0" 


ee were at Commercial Street, Thad them pull some 

Br rrcpertark on the original Whitechapel slayings. Do you 

Finow much about Jack the Ripper?” Devin asked. 
Krogh, surprised at the question, shook his head. “A little, 


suppose. A tall, dark man in a top hat, who cur up whores with 


|enife and was never caught.” 


asharp 
¢ popular mind are so fond of 


“Ah, you see, the press and th 
muddling things. He was never described as having a top hat, 
though some witnesses spoke of a foreign-looking man in a 
deerstalket. There were nine or more killings during the period, 
but only five generally accepted to have been the work of the 
same person: Mary Anne Nichols, ‘Dark’ Annie Chapman, 
Elizabeth Stride, Catherine Eddowes, and Mary Jane Kelly. All 
prostitutes, all disemboweled, except Stride, and there it's be 
lieved Jack was interrupted in his work. In two instances, the 
uterus was removed and taken away.” 

“Frankenstein might know all that and imitate it,” Krogh 
offered. 

Devin hesitated, about to say something, bur he choughe 
better and mumbled, “Perhaps.” Then he turned back co his file 
“A Dr. George Bagster Phillips, the divisional police sangeon. 
performed an examination of Annie Chapman #t the crime 
scene. He said... . Ahy here «ihe solvle inferamice sees 20 = 
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eae flask over without Geehtig. edge of the tiny desk 

a sip,” Devin said. “You're, ; 
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Devin laughed. “ 
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consider this an order ee ‘ig do consider yourself on bg 
. uperior,” 
Krogh grimaced, Spun th : 
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case on him, ©5P& 
'd to either press 


, “Well thar’s what Tve 

rf ; do P? Four witnesses 

wd ad ina deerstalker 
skin an in a 

we el d the church. Two 


‘Commercial Sere 
T ahe same description flee afterwards. 


Ne churchyard, across the Street 


et rowar! 


Splxces of bls 
ope Ra accomplice. The man in the deerstalker.” 


Or, things happened as the baron \nid them out.” 

Krogh mouth dropped open. "You can'tbelieve that’s true! 

tiga plausible. There was an empty BF2Ve dug up, he could 
have been there grave-robbing, Then agains there was no body 
to speak of, making even that difficult to proves ‘There was 
blood on him, but he had no weapon, and this body, unlike 
the others, seems to our doctors as if someone was trying 19 
scop the bleeding, as the baron said.” 

Devin’s face grew somber. He leaned across the desk agains 
as if to better display his sincerity. “Looks, Krogh, after reading 
your file, he was my chief suspect. That's why [took the unusual 
step of showing him the bodies. I'd hoped seeing them would 
make him give himself away, just by the look on his face, But 
he didn't react the way a killer might. He examined those bodies 
as if seeing them for the very frst time, The only time he had 
anything resembling a guilty look was when he saw Benjamin 
Blyse’s body. Now, Pd stake my badge on the fact thar he knew 
something about that death. Any idea what it was?” 

Krogh swallowed hard, now certain that Devin had nevet 
believed this part of his story. “He thinks the monster is nowin 
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Binet” “Saray own, his twisted expression maybe best described as forlorn. 

“But... bur...” His face, now that she had time to study it, reminded her of a 
hrwork doll shed had as a child, all sewn up, the buttons 
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“Food,” he said weakly. 
It was one of the few words he seemed to know, Friend. 
ood,” but it may 





Food. Once, she though she heard him say 
just have been one of those grows of his 

She looked at him, speaking slowly, “I'm hungry, too, love 
Why not let me go get food?” 

She stirred to rise, but his arm shot out to stop her. 

“Grennnonerrr.” 

Ie was like a sceel pole, stiff, hard, and immovable, She sat iy 
back down, 

She could get him to fallow her, she was sure of it, but she 
couldn't take him anywhere in public, nt with her dead husbands 
knife sticking in his arm. Ben's name was scratched in the hill 
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no? 
ery slowly. He started 2 bit and looked as if 
one hand to his good choulder and petted 
Her free hand to her mouth imiracni his 
food.” : 
varted to stand. “We get food.” 


hhoulder. It was like trying to move 


gesture: 

“Food,” 

She pushed down on the sl 
a boulder. 

‘Mo, you stay here, Love.” 

He looked at her and made a lire sound like a lose puppy: 
So, he understood her atleast. Maybea stricter tone Sometimes 
ie worked with Ben, if he was already near-out from the drink 
in him. 

Nol” she said sharply. “Stay 

He made a pouting face, bue remained still This time she 
managed to take a few steps away. He seemed wortied, almost 
ready to cry, but he wasn't following. 

“Stay!” she said again, as if ordering # dog. He did, but he 
Jooked so lost her heart ached for him. Worried he might be 
caught, she raised her hands to cover her face and said, “And 
hide, Until I get back.” 
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en he crouch, & 
Now were gerry behi fi 
et ind ¢h is 
shi se aa here "Re brok iy 
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Stowd. After all, he was building, nee He 
80 thi Was supposed yes on 
is should be easy, 10 stop folks fron Pang 
i And i was y "0 comin 










ave him an 
along. 








el side of the warehouse only 
peor: ~ It was a quick walk. A lamplighe 
tendin, few folks milled about ending 










ig, started, 






ing so she waved 
7 oa He was an older chap, lovely 
ieee? ae Of his head to match his 
Pee 8 few rowdy was slow, but good-hearted, 
: Were surprised by how 
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she could object, he said, * 
paid your tab. 

rd? Just a loaf 


; Ww OF 
pH SHADO' pa 


. Before 
oe fore last. You never 
some food for the thi 
fF water?” Mary asked. 
“{sn't your 





es 
i's for an ailing friend ; 
cher, “I should get a deposit 

“That's offensive, it is. It’s nor like 


working} 
Mepons 
He pulled outa glass pi 
Ghe made a face ac him. E 
yer srangets I'l have it back inside an hour. 
He made a face. “Is it for Ben, then? I won't be 


helping the 


likes of him.” 

I uess he hasn't heard, 

She shook her head, “No. I haven't seen him.” 

Weldon shrugged. “In that case,” he said, scooping some ice 
into the pitcher, “Any friend of yours.” 

Afcer a pause, he asked, “Working tonight?” 

Mary shook her head and spoke quietly, “Not tonight. Not 
after Mitzie.” 

Heslid the pitcher in front of her. “Stupid press is all over it, 
saying Jack the Ripper’s risen from the dead like Count 
Dracula! Ir’s not stopping some of the other girls, though. Cyra 
and Paulette have been in and out twice already.” 

He poured off a pint from the cap. Dark liquid swirled in 
the clear glass, 

Mary watched it absently as she muttered, “Poor Mitzie.” 

She Meant to take just a sip, but the warm taste was so inVig- 
rating, she found herself draining a good portion of the pint. 
As Weldon watched, his brow furrowed and he plopped one of 
the coins back on the bar. “On the house, then. For Miezie.” 
aq lary raised her glass to him and gave him a sad litle smile. 

‘Ho! Stand to your glasses steady! "Tis all we have left ¢0 pe 
A cup to the dead already, and Hurrah forthe next thar di 
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She looked ar 


tomer before hes: Maybe 


ading back 
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Hold on now . 


Mary 
scrun 
her neck ou; iched her little face close 
t even more, The aw s€ together and 


stretch 
ched-ove a 
<d-over fellow sitting wi 
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iar vies she know hin 
es, or the hair, bur th 
aia ; but the 
Sra elas his shoulders, the cut of thei 
Salar ieeed just out of reach, but she knew t 
——- lesperate to remember. 


: Bicecs 
OF his hands, carving up th back was to her and th 
didn’t provide any clu 


Paul 

aa — unhappily famil 
2 She couldn't place the c 

something about his st ee 


long finges 


p the mea ; 
Lup the meat on che place infront of hin 


ae 2 sound without realizing it, or the 
for he suddenly wheeled from 


a slap from 


directly T 
¢ 100 

mand she 00K # 
are recognize, OF MAS © 

f his chin, b 


he top hat 
is brow, 


moaning, as she 


¢, into Weldon 


bbing him. She spoke in @ frantic, 


ked off with Mitzie! 
Jothes and his hair, 


he eat 
i “Hes here!” she cried» Bra 
“The one t 
hight itched whi 4 
Hes A with Paulerte! He's changed his ¢ 
put it’s him! 1 swear!” 
‘Weldon's face shot toward the tal 
rabbed a blackjack near the register © 
; d into the dining area. Mary followed, right behind 


m ask again, “Where?” 


faper: hat wall 


bles. “Where?” he said. He 


hen leapt over the bat 


and race 
him, just in time to hear hi 

‘Weldon whirled, this way and that, Mary scann 
vestill there, looking annoyed that now she was sitting 


ed the faces. 


Paulette wa 
alone, bur the stranger was gone 

“He couldn't have gone out through the front that quickly, 
could he” Mary said, more to herself than anyone else, For 8 
moment, she had to wonder if she'd really seen him? It felt 
more like a nightmare. 

Still tense, Weldon called Paulette over. “The fellow you 
were with, where'd he go?” 

Paulette sneered at Mary. 

“He took one look at Mary here and bolted out the dot 
she said, hands on her hips. “And 1 was hoping to all fam 
early night!” 

Idid see it. He was real. 

Weldon bolted toward the door, pulling Mary with him. 
Outside, despite the thickening fog, there mas ® clear view in. 
cither direction, There was also no strange P 





on the 
#round the BE the Warel 
jack. 


“I heard th 

5 ey 
Wonder who ie 
He blinked 

back inside and 


fo 
und a dead man 
Was.” 


a See 


Pitcher of ice Water, 
the pitcher with herk 
Ny walk you,” he said. 
» stare, Weldo, ; 
pig mM, and I could introduce you to my giant friend 
; my giant friend 


Blimey! The street is f, 


hands 


| 
ull of people and the police are on the 


Corner! I don't 0 wander into 
‘ plan i e 
t F into any alleys, I'll be fine,” she 


insisted, 
He shook his head, “If he saw 


“chi that you recognized him, he'll 


She hadn't though: 
os it of that, and thinking it now made het 


“Okay, then, 
a ee ian corner of Commercial.” 
Se eat man with the jack sticking 
oa ots wolf kept pace with her 
treet, the ice in the pitcher 


When ; 
the young pimple-faced bobby 


he pause, good one. But YOU 
Weldon. yo yas siting with hims 


aid. “She wa! 
sade rhe police will wank 1 


urred to him. 


C3 od walking 
dd goodbye and started wa 
hor her usual chuckle 


reminded her 


ifshat hadn't occ 

e sai 

= laugh 

he fancied iesoun 4, in away thai 
of Mitzi: 

She roun 
watch Weldon. 
ceding made her 

‘Maybe Lam going daft 

She looked at the bobby, then at che bag 
pitcherin her hands. 1Fshe went co talk to the police first, how 
many hours would that be? Ied been half a day they kept her 
just to identify a body whose identity they already knew. But 
thie The giant might starve in the meantime. So she made up 
her mind. Shed get him the food, try to remove that knife, 
maybe hide him somewhere else, then talk to the police about 
the man with the hungry eyes. 

Getting in was as easy as getting out had been. She walked 
straight behind the bobby, sticking to the wall like one of the 
pigeons. 

18s. wonder the police catch anyone at all, she thought, a notion 
which provided no comfort, 

It was full night now, but light from the streetlamps cast & 
few circular pools into the warehouse. As she approached their 
hiding spor, she whispered, so as not to startle him, “Het 
love, it’s me.” 

The hulking figure rose to standing, putting to rest any 
thought she'd had that she might have imagined him. His face 


ded a little mad 


waived a bit, then peeked back to 


ded the cornet, 
e her, the sight of Weldon re- 


Rather than relieve 
fecl alittle too alone 


in her arms and the 
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os er hands 
1 tough fellow to cal] . 
aa asdumb as a Post. M. 


at thar 


ut som "Tes 
ic water?” tsa bite: 
ter? it early fg 


bout 


and 


Som 
times he seemed pretty 


fayb 
ibe she could explain about 


= : “I make him dead. 
IY. “Yes, Dena tte not dead.” 
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at was he babbling? 
5 a long scar on his 


{| and pointed to the 


her dress, where her 


been cut, love, you WORSE 


own 5 
she shoo! 
nme, but we Fe nv 


ect, miss: only because whoever did 


™ that’s 
‘4p 1 might inter} , 
now how co do the job: 


cls rolling over gravel, with a 


the cutting, didn't k 
as a low voice 
t 


both whirlec 


em . like whe 


thick cockney accen 

She and the giant 
grunt, Standing less ¢ 
the bar. He was a 


his tall top hat and the cap drap 
sth was the silver sI 


Jowed wickedly in his right hand. 


1. though he with a little animal 


away was the man from 


han a few y ard: 
+, looking, flat with 


J| silhouette in the darknes: 
{on him. The only part of the 


image that had any dey -en of metal from 
the long thin knife that g! 

Mary gasped. The monster growled. 
d his head slightly forward, as if tipping his 





The figure le 
tall hat 

“That won't do,” he said 
anished, that whatever shadows: 


composed his figure had all melted into lighter gray, But now 
sounds, feet against the concrete 


Then it seemed as if he just v 





Mary heard small scraping 
She wanted to scream, but fear gripped her tongue. 

The giant heard it, too, He rose, slowly, jutting: his head this 
way and that, unable to locate the source because of the com 


low, and steady, his muscles 


fusing echoes. He was snarling, long, 
poised to strike 
Instinctively. Mary. Blyss mowed closer 80 tte Sans = 
wouldn't lose her in the dark, Held pronecsed BEE SES 








Swipe of such a blade. 
A rough, foul bre, 
again, “ 


free, and in the dim lig) 
Wrapped around i 
and that, 
The killer whi 
hirled, 
st i ; 
i into one of the 


his top hat tumbli 


dim p. ng off. The gian 


arches of light, his scars now fly 


ller would be 
hadowy figure ne i shocked at che sgh, 
Looks | o 
& with you. 


a ain, it sounded pleased. 
fn 
meone’s already beaten me to 


Ss 9 
}o all T'll have to do is follow the 


The gi 
dis Biant staggered, confused b 


bi giving che by y the light and trying to find 
8 the Killer the moment he needed is ra 


tip of his blad 
le findi, is 
ing ie inding a stitch in the neck. He 


ah sa, along the arm, cutting both 


the creature 
Fi, howled. Unlike Ben's blade, this 
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lice! Mary thought 
for them herself, but che two Meo 
nt ‘could too easily lose her way 


nea alone with the killer. 
rd with his righ 
slapped the killer's arms aways 
Fat almost made him drop his knife, 
Ioced the distance and wrapped 


before it could stab again. He 


Surely 
She cons! 


hr arm, the one 


held Ben's dagge! 
fending him inro a spin © 
Moving fast for a giants he < 
his arms around the figure 


hacstill 


squeezed 
Now it was the 
His voice had jumped ar 
like a frightened man than as 
lodged in the giant’s arm, he s 
forehead. 


‘The giant stumbled back, enraged and in agony. 
Luold you you should've let me get that out! Mary thought to 


killer’s turn to cry out. “Ahhh!” 

1 octave, making him sound more 
hadow-monster. Seeing the knife 
Jammed into the hilt with his 


herself. 

The killer straightened himself and regarded the tall, raging, 
thing before him 

“Now, I'm from the devil's hell, but what grim god imag- 
ined you?” he said. 

Ignoring him, the giant lumbered forward. Marys having 
watched many a brawl between men, bemoaned the fact tha 
there was not an ounce of strategy in him. As the giant cams 
forward, growling, the killer ducked low, whipped off his caps 
twitling it toward the giant’s legs. 

Such a move would likely not work with a 
the giant was already unsteady on his 
about to fall, The killer had noticed and n 

"The cape wrapped around the giant’ legs, entangling’ 
He looked confused for a moment, then off-balancss 
rising to alter his censer of gravity: But before he o 


normal man, but 









he warehouses 
the killer, and 









8: throw a rock; throw 
id paralysis cg 
her hand to a man 

didn't have to. Ar the 


» hurling the killer's body 


Me Over her again 
She could not raise | 


up! Get up, you lazy bastard, or Jack will kill us 
| both!” she screamed at him. 


Bur then, Seeing what the killer had 
paused in wonder, 
bre her very eyes, the stitch the killer had ripped open 
ng, the flesh tying itself back together, 
és this? y 
d to her, It was panting this time, out of 
wand terrifying, “I thank you for calling 
> Blyss. I want to assure you we 


doubtless seen, she too 









© again for the 


stay in darkness al] Ones. Tes nor 


enough light to be 

amazing they : 
Eliz la 

hair, lowering 


“L hope T never se 


°F a Taccoon, ‘Th 
here’ 


ve hee head to shi 
she said sadly 
Minnie scuttled 
Plopped down. be 


couch. 


Minnie ia 
he Sun agin, 


over, pushed her long 


res: 
i. 8 to the side, and 


de al 
her mistress he si dro 
edroom 


“What do y Sr back. He’ 
oy i y 
you'mean, dearie? The baron’s coming back. Hell 


be here any minute. And betwe 
Bives us the order ro 

the order to pack up 

had my fill of this city life. Ir 

to me. And you, m'lady, 

strong, z 


‘en you and me I'm hoping he 
and leave this wretched place, I've 
all looks like one big hotel room 
am just a litle while ago, so brave and 
: ing yourself together to make all those phone calls 
“tied behalf: You were like your old self ; 
Ss le eis me. I was strong for him. I love him so, Minnie 
even ie for him, bur sometimes, I'm afraid dying is the 
next thing I'll have to do,” she said. 
Minnie made a face. “Poppycock!” 

Elizabeth gazed sadly our the window, toward the smoke- 
"stacks across the Thames, They billowed our black clouds, sapping 
re color there was from the sky: “This whole place is 

Minnie, just like the devices in Henrys laboratory. 


again.” 
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infernal engine and 


nd. “It's just 
the burning, 


d gave her an odd litle smile. 
ar, and so kind 

love, Baroness, 
d Mr. Henry are 
y.as strong 


® Minnie answered, blushing 
the house of Frankenstein 
slightly. “You an reer 


e onl: 4 ; 
nomad oie Henry since he was a boy, God bless him, he’s 
Te known 


vest he can't hold up a candle, let 
caer (aan aa ma all fall to ruin, like his lab- 
ay “hangs were left ro him, And then where would I be? 
ora iY you to proect him fom those chat might 
eertexodo him harm, and maybe even from himself if you get 
my mee ght We come here and thote poor women stat 
being murdered. Three now. Three more dead for Henry t0 try 


to bring back to life, And the papers here all say the killer is 2 
rabeth said. She shivered and 


as the pillars tha 


doctor, a surgeon, like Henry,” 
lowered her head, weeping. 

“Now, now. The baron may be a lot of things, but he’s no 
murderer, His father? He could kill you soon as look at you, 
but not Mr, Henry. When he was a lad he used to sob about 
the dead wolves the men brought from the hunt. Of course, 
he spent a lot of time poking about their innards when he 
had the chance, but that was just natural curiosity,” Minnie 
said, 

She meant the story to be comforting, bur found herself 
squeezing her brow at the memory just the same. 

Catching herself, she took her mistress’ chin in her hands, _ 
lifted the baroness’ head up, and stared into her eyes, 





































Pi, 
lenry'’s brow furrowed, “What ii 
ee Not mine, they're bo; % 
© station. I'll ha 


it darling? The clothes? 


take your clothes, Henry?” 

a Be about thar, darling, It’s not im- 

ea fa : So ae thar I’m here.” 
itwined, she lifted his closer to her eyes 


d at his fingers 
Henry. So delicate by one. “You have such marvelous 
Se Would yong 7 Bt: You woulda ever hureme 


= fully confused. “Hurt you? Why I 
“one golden hair on your head come 10 





a le 
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atever Wo: JUSE noe Panick 
: : ed, 4 
“scribe herself n lizabech Fray vt: 
Sa emained « nKenstej, hink 
Vo! ‘© the suite es te 
Hee call from hy Outside fly ea eh 
Blizaberhy! 1 t"8 tom, 4 an ergy 
aa ‘a TS me, Henryt be 
: ay mil 
his ~S n Wearing a plai Bios 
i es. Minnie” ©Otton surg 
imself on ¢h, ay myer 
Fon the couch po toi ngs 
ot *t t0 Elizabeth and prany se 
ni and grabbed borh j” 
i — ed both he, 
; epee 8€ C0 his chest Tm s 
eee IS NOnsense, borane 
it Shc joe oS » dear. It’s all but s, ee 
7 Ae ing “floes ettled now, How 
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He 

She PY he passports 
the P Jeased you: , 
1 90 A igs not wy our father. Ie wast 


a th 
pyoughe youn ichalf, old frienc’s ©” ere 
W fiked in our Rome < 

d they finally 


vind sneered, “I see. So the super 


y? Tbet they'd just as soon 


re not We! 
easy, You 


1 begged a 
Bt is ands avy 


ity on me, did che 


agreed.” 


nom 
Henry pull 
gitious fools ook P 


Jet me fot ; 
‘You lied to me, Henry: 


He shrugged. “You've beer 
ready caused you so much misery. | didn't w 
fodisturb you. Can you forgive me?” 

Can you swear to me it's not true? That you had nothing to 


e? 
do with the death of those poor wo men?” 
He looked at her, genuinely hurt and shocked. “Elizabeth! 


Ofcourse not!” 

Seeing the sadness in his eyes, she pulled him close to her 
breast, “Oh, thank you my darling, thank you. And can you 
swear to me that you'll have nothing further to do with those 
vile experiments ever again?” 

She felt him stiffen, She slowly pulled away to look at him. 

He looked so deeply drained as he met her eyes. 

“Elizabeth,” he said, 

“Henry.” 

‘He shivered and started talking, “There's just one more 
thing that I must do, just one more, and then it will be all over, 
T swear, I just have to find out..." 

i She shook her head, smiled, and put her fingers to his lips. 
‘Hush. Hush, my sweet. He's here now, you know.” 
His brow furrowed, “I don't understand, Who's here?” 
“Death.” eee 
“Elizabeth, please..." 


1 so upset, my darling, and T've al- 
ant anything further 
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A mirror om ee table, and he happened to catch # 
cI . His face was still young, but barely, his 


bed at a cigarette and was 






dle of the phone off 


a long-distance call 
{a stiff drink late 
ar voice brought 4 


almost, 


the hand 


ute 
and the sound of 


mage eae 0 Frankenstcint face, 
put nor quire smiled 

Victor, old man 
url need you to come (0 L 
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that keep me from her side, She could certaink 
pany ofa friend. You'll come? Excellent. I'll set up a ticket for 
you straightaway. Dorit bother pac Kcingy I'll see to it thar you 
weve everything you need here, Thank you Thank you. 


Elizabeth will be thrilled.” 

Hugging the receiver as if 
he set the phone back down, ¢ 
dermic needle shut. Seeing Vic 
mote good than that poison. Mare good, he fe 


could himself, 
Te was no secret that the dashing Victor loved Elizabeth. He 
wore his heart on his sleeve, but he was (00 decent a man 00 inter- 


fere with their courtship let alone their marriage Even when 
Victor learned of Henry's experiments, he stood by them both. 
In face, Henry fully expected that if he'd died, Elizabeth would 
marry Victor, Henry didn't deserve such # Joyal friend, bur 


Elizabeth certainly did, especially now. 
THe briefly wondered if nam secig hom wpact Elizabeth Ws 


to involve you in my troubles, 


Idon't want 
y. Elizabeth is 


ndon, right awa 
hing | simply must artend £0 
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‘The creature seemed Ut 
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for him, and he approached every me 


Kind of childish glee. He slurped down th 
of milk, lerting the overflow trickle down the sides of his 


cheeks, then pressed as much of the cheese and bread into his 
mouth as he could. Mouth stuffed to the brim, he ried to ma- 
neuver his teeth around the huge liquidy gob. 

“Blimey! How much can he eat?” 

“A least it keeps him quiet.” 

Like the mash in his mouth, the monster barely fit the 
The second floor of a two-up-two-down common workers 
cottage was a tiny enough space for an average-sized person, 
bur the giant made the nightstand and, bed look handcrafted 


for a midget, His black coat, torn now at the shoulder, lay 


draped over a small wooden chair. The cloth was s0 dark and 
making it look like a 


the light so dim, the folds were invisible, 


tent made of shadow. 
The creature, still wearing his gallows-black shirt and pants, 


gone on alking abo 


ware of them, his entire 


ularly was a new experience 
n with a 


med utterly una’ 


al they gave him 
¢ remains in the bowl 


room. 













“Oh, co 


me off ir, 


You love a challenge 


‘a showing 
charge more for f, {he perfect white teh 
hl 


Me BE More for her servi 
ee s than most, “A i 


challenge, sure 


: Practically like a baby 
a: = * See the police badiy ma ie 
im the whole 
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She and Mary both 
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row and glanced back inside 


stuck 


ack inside the r 

. ‘oom, 
é sped when they realized the monster 
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: Y screamed with 
instead. 


the door now fully o 
: 0 ly open. 
fright, but wound up laughing 


aS a cat whe: 
nl he wants to be, isn’t he?” Cyra said, 






= Bes grin, but the rest of his 
le made a huffing sound, as if 
g with them. After a moment, he held out 
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Pink?” arching he ie 
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i Ci oe yw! again. 
Fk Cee confused. He held the bs wi out gin 
i. 4 end ack. 
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Mary shook ber Beat MT Jour he's seen much kindness 2¢ 
dre cteoush the poor thing. I dow 
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BT «face again. “Coddling him wont hep.” © 
oe ry aught o speak beFore he died of the consumption. 
eee an certainly 


drink, food, and good, he ¢ 
Just takes a little patience, and aw 


If this bloke can say 
learn how to say please. 
ingness to let him get hungry enough. 

She strained her neck to put her dark f 
thick lips and spoke loudly: “Please. 


ill- 


Here now.” 
‘ace closer to the 


creature's. She moved her 
Please. Please can I have a drink?” 

Mary settled back and looked. The giant didn’t seem to react 
atall, Sometimes, when he just stood there like that, so still, he 
seemed more a statue or a corpse, as if whatever pushed his 
body about came and went depending on his surroundings. 

_ This time, withour making a sound, Cyra just moved her thick 
lips, forming the words. The monster's brow moved slightly. 

i think he’s getting the idea,” Mary whispered. 

Please. Say please.” 
_ Cyrawas just about to give up when the monster pursed | 
lips and pushed some air through them. “Pluh” 

Both women grinned. "That's it, love. 
Please.” e 
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0 his hands 78 said, 


She licked hey 
Slighet love, Th 

ly ay V6 an 

the glass ° mee Mary poured the Pre 
wa ie bowl fitlins ick liquid 

tched her hungrily, bu owl, filling it halfway Thee 

ter 


a ni i t Cy 
ice big bow. He did say aes her head, “No. Give hin 
a 


“Puh-leese ., .” 

+++” the mo: 

on the cool, white liquid nster repeated, his eyes now riveted 
Okay, : 


here's the tri 
a ick. Don’t ha 
hold it out to him,” ie ee hand it to him just yet, Just 


Mary kept h 
dont kaon gga 52 08 the monster but said to heen" 
eines a this, Cyra. What are you... ?” 
ie ap a Ses on her skire then flexed her fingers 
sy. a “ti en ready to make a pinch. “Just do as! 
jh,” : 
iba Mary said. She forced a pleasant smile 1 he 
P ; Gyra’s, and held the bow! just out of 


his hands and leaned forward, about © 








ves 
TI 

ust on! A 4 . : 
re shed ienife and PY : 
; k eyelids 
moves gin BUCS isced in surprise en eae 
ci er, Mary rushe é 
Or esfore he could act further, ched voice, pit 


wit ’, your milk: . torn 
rele Here OUT nervously, a if he wer 


Kiet j ned to his arm 
SE hat had just happened £© 
i uc what ha ai 
Oe peau ofthe milk bowl. With a lirele 
rei 
et om ached the bowl and drank greedily. 
ee i +h from their height as they 
oth women sighed, losing an in ghe as they 
exhaled, Cyra presenred the blade to Mary, hile first. “An 
here's Ben’s blade.” a 
Gyra slumped against the wall, Mary smiled and said, 
could kiss you.” 


” Cyra said, laughing. 
his upper lip, laughed, too. 
hirt and shook 


“That'll cost you extra, love, 
‘The monster, milk dripping from 
Mary looked at his arm, through the torn 
het head, “And look at that, barely any blood.” 
Cyra looked, too. “It’s like you said, after the killer cut him, 
hejust healed up.” 
_ Mary shook her head and crossed herself. “I thought it was 
juste light playing tricks on my eyes, but chere i is again.” 

“We could lift che shirt and have a closer look,” Cyra said. 

“Oh, now who's daft? Just Leave him be, I say.” 

‘Allright, all right, You'd best be getting back to the police 
Station before they come looking. And try to keep your story 
straight, Just pretend you never met our friend here.” 

Obs like forgetting about himsan easy thing,” Mary sighed. 
“And when am I going to get back to some work? Ab, ir could 
be all day again. They've got some artist I'm supposed £0 give > 
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Chapter Fourteen 


ad and shoulders. 


und her he: 
face a series 


A axcered shave! 28 wrapped aro 
ides rendered the old woman's 


nl 
res of deep WT ‘ 
es viggles. Some WETE light, some dark, some sprouted a single 
of squigglss: ° , : < 
rand of thin white hair There were so many wrinkles, and 
# ~ 
Jifficule vo tell in the poorly lit 


me so thick and Jong ie was C 


where her mouth and eyes W' 
ved near the aged figure. Her appearance 


ve in witches. Almost. 


bar just ere. 
Frankenstein hovers 
yas almost enough ro make him belie 
He shifted his shoulders slightly under his simple workman's 


black coat. At least it was clean, and he hadnit been foolish 
enough ro advertise his wealth, As he came closes his shadow 
crossed the old woman. He expected some reaction, but she 
his presence. For that matet 
alive, other chan a slight 
‘d been warned she was @ 





gave no indication she was aware of 
she gave little indication she was even 
rising and falling of her shoulders. He’ 
drunk, and now he feared she was in roo much of a stupor to 
give him the knowledge he craved. 

He knew she was short when he sporte 
table, but now, as he got even closes, he realiz 
five feet. There was something about her that 
the little people Dr, Pretorius had grown in hi 

“Emma Nodding?” he said softy. He thought hems 
facial wrinkles rustle, so he spoke louder. “Areyou= - 
told me you were Emma Nodding.” ; 

“The jaw moved, sretcing #3 Pale cheek-skin. Her pink 
tongue clicked along the few bony stubs in her 


d her alone at the 
ed she was under 
reminded him of 
is experiments. 


wa few 
barkeep 
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sively beneath 
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i e youa few Gbestiona* ma I'm a doctor, 
ia is 'ssued from the back of her dry th 
ein thought sh ; epic’ 
Was laughing. iy "ying to spit, then realized she 
“A doctor? 





. “It's just chat the 
ng I'd just as soon wait here for 





Her laughter morphed bri 
to silence, 





fly into a phlegmy cough, then 
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ding. That he was your 
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al know about him, 
, 
ds the? d. 1 juse wane © agen 
1 ender ee as coro 
IN Et 0 Find od oman went 4 
ne no find our what Ne “ret ai 
ie ci Theo wr bad 
sine was rae she heard him 4 
ca more of @ 
: as it 
we f e again, or Wa : 
me laugh came tr Tom-Tom? About whai 
L ae Tom 
But the coe co know about mY 
“You want to . 
imate Jited at even this meager 
ore id, excited 2 se 
i lacrrnte front of him, ro keep 
: é i is in 
Yes 1 jon, He folded his hands in 
22 y, “Will you help me, please 
them steady. 
“why?” she asked. a 


scting the questi 
” , not really expecting 1 om, but 
{oem cit was, What could he say? He didn't 


bi f 
Bete bis fal ctvone Ac bese they would aly 


dare try to explain his 

infuse and upset her, s i 
Ooiiiaeiisy Tm working on. A medical study— pe 

He didn't have to come up with the rest of the lie. She i 

" 10. 
mapted with a weak wave of her stubby litle fingers. “No, n 
Nor why do you want to know, I couldn't care less, I'm sure, 
My meaning is, why should I help you?” 

Here it was again, the need of the desperate and the a 
of money, It sometimes seemed a force as palpable and in 
as the great ray beyond the ultraviolet that first brought 5 
forth ftom dead matter, though Frankenstein understood 
far less, 

i im far 

His experience with the resurrection man had ete 
More cautious about bribes, He looked souls 
afew shadowy forms seated at the tables. It was ty ota 
though, and he guessed shese were more the sor who ere i 
the midst of drinking themselves to death, like Emma * 
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shin, 
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Way up che unlabeled 
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close 10 © 
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ge gis nearness shee sd and tured her sightles 
‘Asif Shas 
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wkenstein said. Hesmiled politely 


“yoke to well me,” Fr 


a walied the effore was pointless 
ottle of tainted whiskey. Well, they 


“Someone gave me 2 
ed it, but I drank near half before my 


didnt give ie to me, I nic 
fadaaned swimmingand aching, like there were little worms 
inside ip trying to chew their way out. Should h 


thing I saw was that bottle. See, 1 was in such a hurry, | didn't 
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meee ‘she said, Then she pur the bottle to her nose and 
_ again, “Now, why would you think I'd do that?” 
x “lea poison yourself again, I imagine.” 
‘Or she ca ed. “Si 7 
alien a So I can drink it quicker if it is poison!” 
eel ied and took a long draught. 
lease, can you tell me ab Te 
Pie ¢ about your son, Tom Nodding? I 
“nd what sort of man he was.” 
might be 7 
All she sath ee off asking if he was a proper man at 
ate is time the bitterness in her expression was 
“How 
as do pixar ‘Was he cruel? Was he cruel as a child?” 
* 10, My s 
ee ei no, that’s too easy. Have you ever heard 


ther 


ave died. Last 
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ing her head vig, 
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Tom was just lik 
as just like th 
that’s all. He was my fifth child, so | 


thing alittle one could throw at you, bu 
ame out, there was just something nox 
means then, when my 


at, 





Tom was that he 
Second thing you'd notice 





‘ould walk, if there was a 


f way he wanted, held fh 
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Fage, tearing up everything all around him. Most of what 
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about him thae juse asked for it 


knew he coulda'e 
1 was afraid 


here was something 
the way he gotal 
hing about it. B: 
"d do somethin 


go, but th 
Maybe ie was 
really do anyt 


e hae 
held snap, © 
i js cormentors. That wa 


JLangry and you 
y the time he was ten, 
really awful, just to get back 
that was my Tom.” 











ath 
She paused 
yyhat became of him? Wh 
eyhy'd they kill him?” she sa 


Frankenstein nodded, then, fememberin 


ain co take 





hy—" Frankenstein began. 
4 as she swallowed, 
she couldn't see him, 











said, “Yes, please rell me 


Hig chief tormentor was Brian, my eldest. Now, Tom was 





you understand, he just had this goblin-thing. 
nis head and his heart. He was fine, long as you 
didn'e frustrate him. Brian, though, was cold and calculating in 
the finest British tradition. He had a handle on it, tamed it, 
Kept it under control. But, upstanding as he was toward every= 
one else, he always had a special hatred for his little brocher. 


ever cruel 


going on in hi 


His chief joy in life was in watching Tom go berserk 
“Once he even put a pack of matches in the boy's cap, then 





lic ‘em up. Tom smelled the sulfur and started stamping it out 
with his hand, but he only wound up burning himself. I know 
it was Brian that did ic, I saw him grinning like some kind of 
evil monkey. | thought he'd grow out of it, but he never did 
“By the time they were young men, there was this neighbor- 
hood girl, Bess, that’Tom took a liking to, He never said anything, 
bur you could tell by the way he shivered whenever she came 
1 or so, he gor up the nerve to talk ro her, 





near, After about a ye 
and she laughed at him, right in front of the whole neighbor: 
hood. He flew into a rage and nearly broke both his arms 
pounding against the door she locked herself behind. There 
was a big scene and the police had to drag him away 

“Well, that was all Brian needed to sce. Straightaway he 
and by then he was a handsome fellow 





starts courting Bess, 















running del 
B deliveries 
but at least he can le 
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burhe se? him Wundeg nd th 
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tut when he nate 28 th eBed By, ter tha 
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ander which child che yt "8 ties like el 
Anyway, the yen ne. ne” that Whar mag 
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Y got a pl B0es int, 
Tom did his ben, 8° 2 Place and hag tei 
a bad ut he could, three fovea i ind 
ad sore, dnt hold a jo, ag pe in 
Ob, 50 he fy 


“Tt was around 
husband, 


the jaw. Now the 
Tom h: 


is ey c 
yes, I begged him not to do any. 
Promised on his father's grave he 


thing about it 
» and hi 
wouldn't, bur he did, ‘ 


_ He went to Tom's 
snitching on easing and told them Tom had been 
just beat up poor Tom, 7m maybe Brian figured they would 
dnd burned his oc, non 2! Was for blood. They trashed 
for him. Ton, een tt Place, and started 

‘Tom was crushed, aS arted hunting the streets 








spend the night. With 


‘Starts i 
the mot only refuse, 7 like the head of the 
Only refuses, he tells Tom that he was the 
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yg SHADOW 
bosses and how it served 


his 


him 


about him (© 

inal 
oe showed louder than I'd ever heard him 
pounding at Brian's chest and his face: 
hands, and pulled 


m by both 
Tom went to his knees 


one who lied 
for being *¢ 











breaking them 
ked him out into the gutter 


hat. L begged him, I begged 
rother so much, but he 


k, nearly 
and Brian kie 
nyself chat nig) 
hy he hated his by 
1c never lost this smug look of satisfaction 


them bac 
whimpering: 
{ slapped Brian 


hirn just to tell me w 


could never say, and h 
yes, satisfaction at his brother's pain 
no sir, not this time. After all chose 


Je body, after all chose years of 
d now, with death at his heels, 


k into the house, into the chil 


in his 

“But Tom wasn't done, 
years trapped in thae frail live 
having Brian torture him, ani 
that very night, he snuck baci 
dren's room and he 


For the first time in her long 
her voice cracked in a way that made Frankenstein think she 


story, the woman shivered, and 


was about to cry. 
cand he slaughtered them, sir, that’s che only word I'cam 


think of, slaughtered them. I think he did it, well, because 
when he saw those little ones there, hurting so much himself, 
he finally saw someone else he could hurt. He left after that 
They say the gang killed him, but I was never sure he hadn't 


finally done it to himself.” 
Her eyes closed back into wrinkles, her body heaved, and 


her face scrunched up. Tears welled at the slits, chen ran down 
along the cracks of her face as she sobbed. 
“And that’s not the worst of it,” she began, trying to canch 


her fading breath. “No, not nearly che worst.” 
She put both her hands flat on the table to steady herself 


but couldn't stop her convulsive sobbing. “I was che fies: 1 
find them, to see the babes, lying all broken wp ii cheit ronan 
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She Btabbed her in a they ma 
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lard and tigh “Fr Bnarled old f They Wher 
ght and would hands, » 
by her touch and |, uldn't let go, Fy nee Brabbed ¢h, 
held him more por ver strength. For all her s he WAS started 
oWwerfully obbin, 
of bone. erfully and steadily than g ia fe hands 
*S * A Vise mad 
Sol, re made 


+ T pura pillow on her face myself, [ 


down until the did, and pressed 


crying stopped,” she 
When she rel 2 Ped,” she cried 
; leased Frank, 
he slumped back ir “nstein, to bury her hea in her hand 


Weakly, 


Voice, 


a * apparently, and 
cit OWN personal hell, 

T killed my own grandchild,” Emma said, 
mercy, sweet mercy, 
worse sin than thar?” 

Aword Sprang to Frankenstein's |i 
in’s lips, 
before he said it, se 
The word was “yes,” He wanted to say yes, yes, he could 
imagine such asin, bur the impulse was wrestling with his sharp 
critical mind, the ‘ne that still insisted sin did not exist. 
: its insistence, it now had to grapple with the 
ter than feeling free upon learning the source of his 


“Te was out of 





bur just the same, can anyone imagine a 






but he stopped himself 
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damned as Emma, 

sick, speechless denizens Sse 

Taith, He fele damned because he cout 

rent would give a sad, dementi 

dy with the strength ei —< 
i CU 

carry out his pen P pas 


‘THE SHADO' 
ein felt damned, 


ody with which t0 ¢ 
on those with weaker 
fabric of the notion, 
tight all along, that b 


Devi didnt tell Emma Nodding that, He didnt say aword. 


Instead, he tossed a few coins on the table and hurried “ 
quickly he didnt bother to notice whether or not the tearful 
fold woman was able to put her hands on them, Hoping at least 
to leave this small portion of Hell behind him, he fled into the 


growing night. 








Chapter Fifteen 
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a long 
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lice Station 
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statement hg 
h along 


@ stow 
ut, balding man w 


constancy nuc 
id purple coat with a sh 


king jacker th 
e lacket than 
How dare they keep me 


leaning into her. 
ignore me,” 
She knew she shouldn tre 
say, he'd quiet down 
ey then. A victim of what?” 
elit up, happy for the atten : 
. attention. “Theft, y dec 
“Saag the pleasure of your name.” se 
7 petty 
na alae Blyss, if ic is a pleasure,” she said, wondering if 
ae ler to Ben, though the story of his death had been 
by the Ripper headlines, 
The fat fellow nodded. “Prof, 


; fessor Lampini, Mrs. Blyss, at 
Service. I run i 
eee ce: | Tuna traveling waxworks, currently situated in 


Whitechapel market, full of fantastic figures from history 
from Alexander the Great to Jack the Ripper, the 


: “tag Fecent poser. You'd do well to come visit and 


an od Iging 


like a smo 
Dror 
P me here for tw 


“ ‘0 hours! 
aM a victim! I dese 
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he said quietly, 
r 5! : 
Ve assistance! Buc they 


spond, bur she hoped if he had his 
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> Folks slipping in without payne? 


your beef, then 


i w I've returned £0 find my figures 


imes 10 » is breaking in 
Three Himes 0 ising, Someone is breaking 
2 costume 
nsive cont h time to complain, but 


” he said, all 


tary vent 
wae 
disturbed, expe re 
and stealing them ¥ : 
wall the police do nothing 


- th righteous rage 3 
pled it you complain ode desk segeane 


He sh d, seemed to shrink a bit, then whispered to her, 
« shrugged, seme hips 

: my dear, I am a coward and a fake. They've just to 
use, my dear, I am a 


sit here for days.” 
1 and me both, Mr. Lampini. I've been a 


een here eac : 
bur keep me waiting! 


“Becau 
glare at me and I'll 
Mary laughed. “Yé 
coward all my life.” 
His eyes twinkled at that. “So you k 
beable to stand up for your own rights, eh? There are many of 


ts, I suspect, afraid even of our own dreams, Look at me, all 


w what it’s like not to 


T've ever dealt with in my waxworks is fakery. Not even very 
good fakes. They're cardboard cutouts compared to Madame 
Tussaud's, Yer still I dream to find some real horrors to show 
the public.” 

“Why don't you then?” 

He sighed some smoke through his nose. “Because I know 
Td have to travel the great wide world, risk life and limb to get 
them, and I am too averse to risk, too afraid of pain, to unwilling 
to endure even its lesser cousin, discomfort, And, of course, 
afraid of death.” 

_“Here now, we're all afraid of that,” Mary said. “Lately, some 
of us more so than others.” 

“The whore-killings, yes. I suppose that’s why my needs are 
80 secondary here. But cheer up, Nietzsche once said, that 
which does not kill us makes us stronger. I believe that, Ido. In 
fact, it is my secret wish to have something terrible hay os 
me, something close enough co death to make : 
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Debner barely lifted his head from his writing. “Dirt. From 







relieve her? ‘ 
Joth in her hand, her fingertips feeling 
as something strange about 









the warehouse.” 
“Doesnt look like dirt,” she said. 






This time he did raise his head and pointed to the piece of 





cloth. “Mrs. Blyss, our experts have gone over that cloth very 





carefully and determined that that is dirt from the warehouse. 





Would you have me accept your opinion over theirs?” 


Mary smiled a little. “Well, I do have some familiarity with 
es.” 










He glared in a way thar stopped her from finishing her 


sentence, 






Te was going to be a long day. 











Cyra’s sharp eyes sorted through the people on the darkening 
street below. She watched one tall fellow with chocolare-brown 
hair for several minutes. He kept looking at his warch fobs the 
Srossly staring at the crowd, Finally, a younger man 
happy as you please, and the two : 
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Well, T wasn's always like this, either was I? she thought with He shrugged his shoulders, ipnsray and twineed Heat 

% s face a 
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but there wasn't even a twitch in in, “Cyra, Cyra. Cyra, My name 
around the room for the hundredth time, mae Agee 
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Alt a pee hand toward her and er: ri a 
“Okay, yes. Cyra isa friend. Now, who are en Who’ ae 
His face got that childish look on pear suite 
what meant. Whatever 
4 it just before he figured out what please 
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me take a walk?” 
She tugged him to 
He seemed ra 
she was leading 
his jacket back 
shoulders. 


Standing, 


leased by the ; 
eabcc. ee ou called him, pleased 
a _ ery good as she pulled 
yanking hard to get it over his 
As they half-: 
ea 0 Bt pa down the steps, she briefly feared he 
=a crush her, There was no one in the hall, s0 n0 
ae Is were needed there. Bur when they stepped out into 
oa a een era! turned to stare. He stiffened and 
Raised his as if trying to wave the scene out of his eyes. 


Quicldy, she stepped in front of him, caught his gaze, and 
d him. ‘Here now, Ed, here now, Calm down. Every- 


aged, greasy lamplighter rook a torch (0 
ps. When the giant saw the flame, he 
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and with the Killer 06 who 

. id:me, all right?” she said. = 

She was already thinking this ‘walk was a bad idea. She g) 


vaiilooked around. If she could get him to the Whale, 
maybe ‘he could position him at a dark table, where no one 
si fsee him, Then she could do some business in the cask 


om and he wouldn't be more than a scream away 
She tried to eye the path that would put them among the 


fewest people. Most of the pedestrians had been pulled to their 
Aide of the strect by his appearance. He was, after all, a full head 


taller than the top hats that some of them wore. 


c, she grabbed his arm and pulled. 


at hat! You'll scare Folks, 
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knows what they'll make 


So you mit 


maced 


Spying a gap in the traffi 
“This way. Let's go.” Everyone trac ked their movements, but, 
luckily, no one followed. Now, Cyra figured, they would have a 
few more minutes before he drew another crowd 

As the pair clomped across the filthy avenue, Cyra spotted 
Dale Abbernathy, one of her regulars. He was strutting along 
with his head held high, which meant he had money. He was 
married, with two children, and always quick about his business. 
He also had a fancy for Cyra’s darker skin, having enjoyed reading 
advencure-stories about the tropical isles as a lad. 

Thrilled at the prospect of some quick, painless moneys @ 
smile rose naturally to her face and she waved to him. His face 
lit with recognition, but then, on seeing her companion, he 
blinked repeatedly, as if trying to focus. 

“Hey, now, love,” Cyra said, bur by then, Dale was: 
his head, S i 
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She walked to the hea 
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She cea id nothing and she could no longer see him 
Ree os PPe ut and headed right, telling herself she did the 
3 Pes ae Pads couldn't expect her co watch him forever, 
ow could she? Besides, he must have some survival skills of his 
own. Mary Blyss didn’t give birth co him, after all. 
: Feeling more herself, she stretched her neck and cracked her 
1 Far ahead, she thought she caught a glimpse of Dale 


thy. Perfect. She could explain the gianc as a disabled 
y n hic him up for a few extra coi 
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‘One of the rats waddl 
‘on the slick, oily surface. 
saw his own reflection looking 


When the ripples settle 
up, grim, expressionless 


“Dead,” 
That's what he'd said when Cyra asked who he was. Now, as 
he went back over her words, slowly, he understood he'd been 
wrong, She hadn't asked what he was, but who. 
“Mon. . . ser ” he said to his reflection. “Mons 
He leaned down, trying to see the blackness in his eyes, They 
's, though something sparkled in 


.” 


reminded him a little of Cy 
her blackness that was missing from his own. 
Whenever he saw the watery twinkle in her eyes, it was like 
the moon shining on a lake at night, It gave him a tingle at the 
base of his neck that wrapped itself around the back of his 
head like the music the old blind man played. Ie was like hunger, 
but mixed with another sensation the monster didn't under= 
stand at all, 
A chilling scream pierced his ears, like the one Frit made 
when he hung him from his neck. Only the voice was different, 
Gora, = 
Was she hurt? Forgetting shed told him to wait, he 
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Btowled and stepped forward 


Kk on the kill 


ler-man’s face, he recognized the 


‘ou again,” he said in a low voice that 


: ig stones, “Bur you took so long getting 
farting to fear you were a dream, But se? I'vealready 
Bot my little souvenir from your lady 


The killer-m 
a small sack, 


friend.” 

an slipped something pink, wet, and sticky in 
l then stood up from his grisly work, long blade 
Bleaming in the grayness. “Now I think I'll have one from you.” 

The killer-man came forward. 

Still puzzling our the scene, the monster's head twitched 
between him and Cyra. She was hurt, badly, but she was still 
moving. Her lips trembled and her knees shivered. Her eyes wet 
ide open and staring up, but she looked to be in such pain. 

p d the dead to the living, but he did nor like pain. 
or in her. 
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: hem, the killer-man lunged, © 
eres gp blade siashin 


each was so long he 
motion, 
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he blade, stopping 
eae nae forward a lete, from me 
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With agrant, 
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ke a doll. sgslight burden. It sailed 
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air, into the brick 
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Jartered to the black ground. A puppet 
n the wall, then flopped to 


\¢ forward. 


giant and opened one eye. i 

“Why waste your time with me, Behemoth, when you might 
still save the whore?” 

The monster hesitated. 

With his good hand, the killer-man pointed to the trem- 
bling Cyra. “The whore!” he shouted, “You daft, idiot! The 
woman! She's dying right in front of you!” 

The monster turned back to Cyra. He turned back ro the 
killet and pointed at him. 

“You help Srah!” he bellowed. 

Through his pain, the killer-man furrowed his brow, “So it 
speaks?” 

“You help!” the monster said again, stepping forward 
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im im into the light..." his maker had said. 
* “aed the lab opened and brightness cascaded down 
sate body, warming his face and arms. He reached up for 
: to touch it, but Frankenstein spun a wheel, and slowly, 
t by bit, the light faded back into dark. 
ed that’s what was happening now, in Cyra’s eyes. She 
despite his calls, despite his waving his arms, and 
bing away: 
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He scooped the gore Inco his huge, 
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We belong dead. 


The killer-man laughed again, low, long, and loud, Bur the q 
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sound was different now, cle 
in time to see a flash of silver slicing toward his cheek. He moved, 
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quickly, bur the blade w: 
cheek and chin, It didn't hurt, not yet, but the monster fele a 


smal piece of his flesh come away and dangle by a gory thread, 

Pulling back his good arm, dropping his blade, the killer- 
man snatched at the loosened flesh with his fingers, pulled, and 
tore: it free. The monster slapped his hand to his face, and felt a 
sticky spor the size of the tip of his Finger 

“And now I have my souvenie from you!” the killer-man 
hissed. 

“The monster was still taken aback, dumbfounded, as the 
Killer-man stormed deep into the alley and disappeared into, 
the dark. Regaining his rage, the monster # 
but soon faced a tall brick wall. - 
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Gyra dripping from his fingers. 
“We've got Jack the Ripper at last!” 
The front few took some hesitant s 
loose a growl thar stopped 


and stood, litle pieces of 


one screamed. 
teps toward him. He let 


them dead in their tracks, But they 
didn’t flee. He knew they wouldn't flee, that there were too many 


now for them to ever flee, but he growled again, just the same. 
q monster knew them. Held faced them before. Theyd 
to the windmill, set it aflame while he was inside. 
over the remains for hours, watching them 
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his death. For that, hi ister 
Bae chat he was condemned to push a boulder to the 
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the top, forever. Had this man, this creature as Krogh insisted it 
called, been in that Greck hell, Devin feared he might tear4 
very fabric of reality. 
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4, “You've caught the monster! 


“You've done it!” he beame: 
“Not me, Krogh,” Devin said 
officers, Twelve were Killed in ¢ 
hospital.” 
With a visible effort, Krogh forced the smile 
“A terrible price. But now we have him.” 
Devin turned back to the prisoner, wate 
staring ata work of arc he didn't comprehend, or a freak at the 
circus on display. “I owe you an apology, Krogh. I didn’t believe 
yourstory about your son, or at least I thought you'd exaggerated. 
Now I'sce you spoke the truth in that.” 
Kroghts eyes lit up again. “Then you also believe me about 
the baron?” 
Devin shrugged. “Made from the dead? No.” 
“But look ar the scars!’The stitches! The bolts on his neck!” 
Krogh said. “I rell you that creature comes from the geavel” 
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“Ac allcosts?” Devin repeated with a smile. 

Frankenstein slumped slightly. “Shore of murder, Devin. 
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tec that hee treated as such. Now, is there anything, else or do 
¢ baron?” 


you wish to press charges against the 

“Baron Frankenstein, this man claims you made him from 
the dead,” Devin said. 

Distracted, Frankenstein ignored him, so Wimbledy an- 
swered, “That was a rumor circulating among the villagers 
due to their misunderstanding of the baron's medical experi- 
ments. We're prepared vo show that these experiments were 
one ordinary, and totally legal. Even school children will put 
a ade as a frog's leg and watch it twitch. The baron 
See ha that, really. This poor brute doubtless heard 
mana and in his deranged mind came to. believe they were 
Ki way another madman might believe himself related 

ing George, Now, I assume youd hoped this farce 0 
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Devin nodded, “ : 
minutes,” Very well. I'll give you gentlemen five 
“And I would once a 


ice again strongly advise 
Wimbledy said 
Il meet 


inst this conver 





mation taking place, 
T understand. 1' 
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Tl “fated you bother asking to speak with me. The 
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Frankenstein © aened 
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i aed “Nor when 1 know what you're 
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ye Fe 
Es iacloped his holster. Frankenstein started, but then 
eraivhin the inspector put his hand back by his side. 

“Why did you want to talk with me?” 

To tell you what you should have figured out for yourself, 
The longer the creature is kept here, the more danger. Look 
how it pulls at those chains! How long do you think they'll 
hold? We tried to shoot it and to burn it, It was caught in a 
massive explosion, buried under tons of rubble, but it survived! 
Do you really think the courts will know what to do with it? 
Science created him, Krogh, only science can put this right.” 

“Ie can still be found guilty and executed,” Krogh said. 

Frankenstein shook his head pityingly. “Poor Krogh. How 
hard it must be to have no imagination. Come. Look here.” 

Frankenstein tugged at the inspector. He hesitated but gave in. 

Frankenstein pointed. “See there? Look closely at the 
wound. The skin is stitching itself together as we speak, as iFin- 
visible hands were piecing together the skin and muscle,” 

Krogh's eyes grew wide, “How can this be?” 

Frankenstein pushed his hand up against his forehead. His 
fingertips vibrated as if they could sense the rush of thoughes 
going on in his head. “I'm not certain, but I suspect its the 
after effect of the great ray itself, the one I discovered beyond 
the ultra-violer, the one I captured through the lightning, the 
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be, will hang o” 
Frankenstein stormed out 


«Frankenstein, please!” 
The monster's pleas grew 
any longer, just one, long, piteous wail 
‘As he glanced back, Frankenstein saw thy 
sanding there berween the maker and his monster, his face 


twisted in sadistic delight 


louder, until chere were no words 
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"What a ray of sup 
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The very word, wed 
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ding, stung, but Victor was careful not 


gue and smiled, just as he had through 
me, Minnie, maybe it was foolish, but 
‘y, to give them some time togethe. I 
as Henry told me there w: 
through my journey I've been readin 
horrible things. The crowd outside neal 
Iwas Henry.” 
Minnie spun away and waved her hands melodramatically 
in the air. 
“Oh, si, you don't know the half of it!” she wailed. 
Victor walked himself in and closed the door behind him. 
looked around the lavish suite, secretly pleased to set 00 
best friend. 


as trouble,” he said “All 
ig and hearing the mos 
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She raised her eyebrows. “I would never say any such thing 
to the baroness, but Mr. Henry, he was out practically every 
night since we got here, sometimes not coming back until 
morning. Then they found him with his hands all bloodied 
and buried in what was left of one of those poor girls!” 

Victor shook his head somberly. “I admit, it doesn’t look 
good, but there could be some explanation.” 

The servant eyed him wryly, “Sure, the fairy folk, or maybe 
Santa Claus!” 

Victor gave her a bitter little smile, and sighed, “I'd always 
feared the nightmare of Henry's experiments would come 
back at him. If only I'd been able to convince him to give them 
up, but sometimes he looked at me with such hatred, as if I 
wanted to steal something from him.” He paused a bit, then 
added, “How is Elizabeth? Where is she? I've been sent to 
watch over her.” a, i 
Minnie gave him a knowing look. “The last t 
asked you to do that was on his wedding night, 
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She shifted her head to the side. “I do the best I can, but I 
hear them all the time now, calling him the Ripper. Asking for 
his death.” 

“This country is barbaric. You shouldn't have to hear that at 
all,” Victor said. Though upset by her appearance, he managed 
to smile as he rose and pushed the window down, “There,” he 
said, slapping his hands together. “I hope everything I do here 
is as easy as that.” 

“Dear Victor,” Elizabeth said, a pitying smile on her drawn 
features, “I don't hear them from the window. They're right 
here, in the room, all around me.” 

She said it so calmly, so matter-of-factly, that it took Victor a 
few moments to register that she was delusional. Henry had finally 
done it, then, finally dragged her into his madness. 

He fought to be comforting. “Its this place, this trial, ies all 
too much for you,” he said. “Especially after all you've been” 
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The response was ceric in its calmness. “Yes, sir, yes 1 do. 
Maybe it's my years, but these days I really don't see what the 
big deal is about murdering. There are, after all, lows of people: 
It’s only meat.” 

Recognizing the echo of his own words, Frankenstein 
shiver up his back, “It's... it's insanity.” 

_ The Ripper chuckled. “Do you mean thatasan in 
if you do, because the way I see it, sanity’s no 
an averaging of folks’ behavior, and who ' 
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The soldier-boy said it was like his body went into shock, but 
he could still function. By the time his third friend died in a 
similar way, though, he didn’t know who he was anymore, other 
than a machine, or a dumb animal, He recovered, mostly, but 
there was still a scar on his soul, which, though invisible, had a 
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reminded him of it, everything he was just cumbled in. 
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ices of a child and her 
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0 brittle day, '6: In the hazy 
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“ ved the 
Ney OM a litle food, She yu 


Still be ask, gouts, where the 
Taran ants ft her and wandered intend E>: ee 
| the cries of the a 
1¢ newsboys fr 
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Pleces started co come together, 
nl bir of bread in her hand, she eu 
i “Saad ie Frankenstein and 
AE over and ser cautiously, like a wild animal, she 
isthe “she ae ie down to look ar the Fist page 
tense, but handsome, aa giant next to another photo oft 
‘once, she recalled the sto, eae man with wild eyes, AC 
sons atm sind realized charg cn Toe bd told her about hi 
diaioeie pasties, at lost, haunted look in the young 
iareretds thant cc ea in her own. 
na > Sie = Made from the dead, That 
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,, he has 
zm aa Nowhere 
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¢ at once. 
er? The only one 
f air Professor 


re treating him the 






| ro her there 
‘was only because they We 


Lampini, sts 
his robbery complaints. 
ly and her little food in hand, she returned to 


id up, 
eae d sat on the floor. Then she thought 


the fas, locked the door, an 
how the pompous police were nothing more than a banchiek 


overpaid fakes, worse than Lampini, posing to be something 
they weren't while people got murdered on the streets. 

Fakes. 

She rolled the word over in her mind. It rang, like it should 
be connecting up with something else. Mitzie? Cyra? The 
monster? 

No, the torn piece of cloth they showed her at the station, 
The one the experts had examined. It wasn’t dirt on it, after all, 
Ttwas fake dirt, Probably just paint. 

: 2 = a ‘ee mee some magical shape shifter? What 
tee Wha ak aR yr, berter yet, whar if he just stole 
Wiberg» ‘5 : et se a piece of a costume, painted 
Professor nas ni ie ee look dirty? And what was it 
help him out with? roplaining thet che poles aay 


Missi 
pea costumes. Now who would want she clottoes 
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She had come 100 
Jong swig from the bottle be 


Tresuming the edge of the t 


Bey the entrance, Mary Blyss 
Jeaned in, and called our, “Mr, Lampini?” 
“There was no response. No sound, for that matter. 
She rolled her eyes. “All right then, Proféssor Lampini! Are 


you in there, pleas? Ie’ Mary Blyss! We met at the police station! 
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The Be t hand. & long, Mary Blys 'ght, but ink | know what's happening to your costumes!” 
Mary (Place had the air a ia ‘YS neached Nothing. ~~ 
Simply rr and the stench Was he off, 
bad. ewe reat the smell of an ich of cuir whi Beas hocths sho asleep inside? Not willing to wait « 
Ce am aliey, pt = . 
were boarded up, ae many of the ie not quite as supe eden cae eer Mary started to explore the 
D z © woodes a ir son ‘ 
Peddling por ey Out there were sila en stalls and kiosks Baie ives Lent the frome det of an entrance, Ropes at 
abe id pans, fruits and 'W open, their ownets tent seemed to ‘ front tied town. On the long sid 
fF e side, 
ie a end of the marke fines ates and tools, Radsing’out sa into tent without so much as s : le. 
pean e That she was cold a bordered the backs of ee ike! we peithe spon re 
q » Was wall, FF F ere 
ae Seed a series of tents where Lampini had see up his the top and botto all. While hed managed to clevett the at 
of the buildin, really, but there he was fee (0 drain pipe, the mi m, by tying them to a light fi a . 
8 25 a long wall of his own, lending herhead inside Patt W*# loore enough For a 
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a small table set up, 
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that, 
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ing it difficult to 
see much, bi 
luebeard, thoughe w: » but she caught 
ss , and, ras Henry VIII, Charli 4 
Reig a Chueh the Whiveche Re Bee: 
found } pel killer, Jack the 


top hat and 
wondering “ee gone, though, and Mary 
ed actually disguised himself as 


of the seri is 
“a of displays there was a small 
no visible entrance. As she drew 
a perce staping from within. 
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early 0 : 'g 
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Wetec she fle gl about sta” ary Blyss- We met at 
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He camer 
; culties 
jain other rustle. A HBNTE emerged from a flap in 
sn dae 
: The Moar. He wos PURINES Tong thin pipe, as Lampint 
d asP 
set reer your he FEN ssid, “Bue what are you 
unger Comero sneak pec a) show without admission? 
ane it’s a lovely show. I mean, Tean see 


“No sir! I mean, 
thatitsalovely shows from what I ca 
bout your missing, cosrumes that might help you get some 
snore attention from the police,” she said 

“Do your That would be most helpful. What is your idea? I 
cant afford bribes, you know,” he said with a laugh. 

‘think maybe the Whitechapel killer's been stealing from 
your mannequins for his disguises.” 

Z But I thought they captured him. 1 thought they knew 
Ete this Frankenstein fellow.” ; 
he ~via In his voice didn’t sound quite familiar, but itd 
ng since they’ i ‘i 
bes ead : sie ey'd spoken, and then itd been so brief, 

"No. si : 
es oo You see, I've seen him, twice. The first time he had 
diny Rents and a deerstalker, the second time his hair was 
Saeiacan my he had a top hat and black clothes. Does thar 

The fi anything that was stolen from you?” 

igure hesitated. The head bobbed back and forth a bit. 
eee from the pipe. 
yes it does. The missing top hat and black : 

‘worn by my Jack the Ripper!” ns ae 


n see. It’s just I had an idea 
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Jewards with a thud. 
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iis blade ir 
qoldelere TN eward stabbing his 
s rgling sound and fell bac 
knee 
i ied struggled up to ber 
er ska wred to lift it, to roll our into the 


vas lashed down too cightly 
She heard the Ripper spin toward her an 
vil feae ise up in hens the one that stopped 


anyone who threacened her. 

‘suill alive, eh? Welll soon fix that,” 
forward. 

Shaking, shivering, fearing, fecling « 
side of her face, she tried to raise her hands to defend herself, 
but she could not. 

He laughed. "You sense it don't you, whore? My power, Your 
weakness. You cant do a thing, Not a thing. Just like all the 
rest, Ha! Now tell me why on earth a pathetic creature such as 
yourself doesn’t deserve to die?” 

3 The Ripper’ arm came down. She screamed, forever hopeless, 

ut, at the last moment, whirled out of the way, The Rij 
sai off balance, and fell. a 
less, she strai 

wi sr The Se ns ene 
e ming lock back to se fhe wes Sa 

harket. Her hand went to her side | 

pee but she dda fel anything y ; 

‘wanted to ery out to the: ole 
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he said, coming 


ears stream down the 
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© overwhelm her 
thick with red bi, 


» she fe 
toward the . 

Rae, imp door and started crawlin 
er, kick o to do w, 1B up 
vera ‘as Cty Our 4 

couldn’ a can or se YY Our and th 
lidn't, so she had « bang on some wood, im ¥ 
Just see me! + but she 


igh for them to see 
As she pulled herself 
wn the hall, 
“Baron Fra, 
f ikenstei 
af , n cin is here 
ipper! All available men to the fronc!” 


ithour 
once turni 
nung toward the stairs, the ewo bobbies 


faced off down the hall, 


With her s - 

into Rhian en she made ie up the steps and lid 
en iP ee fm herour cnt 

Bes one inal i ot eons errs ll 

Hien they bellene {in And thought: 


» get close enou, 


Aearer, 
, @ Cry came from somewhere 


and he claims he’s seen the 


Chapter Nineteen 


¢ told you 15 true! Cant you 


Ker one moment? While the 

de your hatred for me for Jus! 
oa ® creature, the killer is still 
» the small office as he 


“ewear every word Iv 
pied with chi 


re kept occl 
fein said, pacing 


police ar 
ue there!” Frankens! 
spoke, swisting in tight. 

Krogh regarded him stiffly 
hatred for you for a moment, Baron, le 
teribly convenient that of all the people in London Jack the 


Ripper himself would choose to appear to you.” 
pped pacing to face the seated man. 


angry corners. 
“Very well. Putting aside my 


i's just say I find it 


He 


Frankenstein sto} 
held the wide-brimmed hat he wore to help conceal his identity 
in both hands. It shook visibly as he spoke. 

“Its you who says he’s the real Ripper. For all I know he's 
some delusional fool who shinks he’s the Ripper and believes 
held found some mythic secret of eternal youth, But don't you 
see? He's read the stories in the papers. He wants me to help 
make him immortal!” Frankenstein said. 

“ Giving you an excuse to continue your work,” Krogh said. 
‘You dimmed someone forced you the second time, to. It 
ems you always have reasons for your crimes that are beyond 
your control,” 
Frankenstein stiffened and narrowed his eyes: “This is 
fetting us anywhere. Where is Chief Inspector Devin? Ever 
here pretty much defers to you as his assis 










iplaine wich her,” 


tein said. As he fumbled in his 
Krogh motioned him back into 
Presented ein with a pad 
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inhi 
directly, but he side 


watching us at the hotel, at 
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h nei Krogh” Frankenstein said, rearing 
wi reason co crust your 

‘i # m first 
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E ae ‘erhaps you can erust i 
“No, Baro Ye cer of the law. PettP: y 

most a0 3 

a «{ suppose I must.” He 
dit” galded the note in half. “I SUPE ut” He 
Fran lease ace Inspector Devin Bets this righe away. 
ec iea ke certain Elizabeth is all 


Pit eeuen oe SavOY (0 


Sei well” Krogh said, “I'm sure the desk sergeant will be 

a v have someone drive you back to your hotel.” 
Pr akenstein nodded curtly, then, as frantic as he had been 

upon his arrival, he rushed down the hall, Krogh watched him 

gp. Assoon as he was out of sight, he opened the hastily 

note. There were two English words on it that he was unfamiliar 

with, uémostand urgency. 

Slowly, carefully, taking pains with the lines his pencil made, 
which were thicker now, having been worn to dullness by the 
a o the words down in his notebook. Once finished, 
rotten 20 ? at Frankenstein's note into quarters and 

allway wastebasket. 
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“Room service,” i 
vice,” a low voice on the other side of the door said. 


ee ies ‘had Minnie repeated. “Now who in his right mind 
‘ony ling for room service at this hour of the night?” 
ling for the door, she immediately stumbled into one of 
‘eo lied trunks Victor Moritz had assembled in the suite: 
Fer he lu few hows aia a 
simply did not 
Minnie looked at the belaa 
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tie lizabeth Fry 
Eom ite athow li howto 
There's going to be hell “a 
cil tO pay whe 
she Fepear as she held up her ces cae an Bein 
she didn’ stumble. again lai 
= knock ame at the door again, 
™ coming, I’m I” she said, f 
door She open” ing!” she sxe, Finally reaching the 
Beggs AP itch and souinte through the crack 
; ag alittle old to bea bellboy,” she said, 
In i ; 
ee od = hairy man seemed barely able to fit into the 
a “ay ‘ep pees if it was a bellhop uniform at al, 
ot Sweat on his ruddy face 4 d he didn’ 
€ Usual pasted. > eal 


‘on smile she'd come to expect from the 
help atthe Savoy. Hig Syebrows were thick and dark, hanging 


yes. His hair was black and curly, and 
Made it look wer, 


Somment, the man said, “| have something for 


nos sand glanced at the covered plate 
sss? Well, maybe Mr. Moritz ordered 
They usually bring food in 
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» baronessy 
Jong to the bare 
ass ital 


d I'll pa 
2 i¢to me, ane 
need ‘val na hands out. 


dating en. 
Mewoobled SEH a bit pees biewhil 
prey gh ly and said “I hurt 
ered again li — 
ring of chose filthy things in the 
Fae ou right for visiting one Ay hing he 
See olf then 1 ber you tried to cheal 
ace. An th 
vere’ Mianie sid > 


idn’ to cut 
"No," he said. “She just E BL Gasiy dish and its metal 
asada a her backward into the room. 
Be ee adore with his foe 
ea. I dish cover, then leaned 
The Ripper grabbed the meta oo hee 
down over her as if planning to hit her with ic. ee 
hovered there and tried to bore into her with his coal 
Tea Minas grabbed the plate that had landed near her 
and meekly raised it between her face and his, : - 
His voice spat into it, hoarse and tired, catching breaths 
every fourth word, “Fancy hotels and expensive suites are not 
my usual haunts. I'd just as soon get out of here with as little 
blood a5 possible, if only to show your master that Ican be a 
Gentleman. So, lie still, stay quiet, and you'll ner die by my 
hand, Understand?” 3 
She lowered the plate, looked at him with saucer-wide eves 
and nodded, 
“Good,” he said. 
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Te no, Wing Fa verte VOTO TY Tce, he wrapped the € trick I 
'B Night, eons! belt was here’s a lietle 
As his 5 Boing ons Boy he ised the nnkle bone. “Now idan 
slammed eh Bistered 4, a wire around the Tac East,” he said, like a mag) 
a a a jan the Fa _ » 
‘im s Ne mer; Awareness of 1 Me sy Pned on my craves In So if miemory eerveh 
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fovi, 4 Sf al ar a 
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to : , back a D : aiid 
Th utiDC him money, PREM over thy Fo the ankle. When it first broke skin, ae 
: a F es f 
bs muttering 0° C8: Morin ya ae eslood, like juice from a ripe persimmon The whole 
"My darling» Sl “Elizaberh, ou, iifeg shivered, but then seed down. Hee kept at it pulling 
PPer slammed } Mt ive Fa cand forth, back and forth, as the wire sliced flesh, muscle, 
i i d r ff F 
© Cover. This tim, Cp the head again, deng } and finally the whole ofthe bone. The foot, free now of its body, ‘ 
cha 2 Ceo | é Be 
ed around. Minnge or did not move a ae ft the ground with a plop. Jack grinned to see it. 
ST EOb the room was srg MANY unconinny ot Ashe rose, he was tired from his effort, but feeling accom- 
; : ; : bs 
Hones in the ene na’ °° fr the sharp ea plished, He was quite surprised when Minnie’s nails came up 


from behind him and dug deeply into his face. 

“Murderer! Murderer!” she screamed, 

The Ripper's ears rang from the piercing sound. He leapt : 
back, smashing her small form into the wall. 

“Oomf” she said on impact, but still she clung to him, sohe 
forced his elbow back and up into her ribcage, then slammed 












ts w that is a priceless 
» Td planned on leaving him a 
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Quickly, the Ripper Pulled some supplies from the 
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‘mouth with the tape, and his arms 
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v ble by 
any view impossible by th 
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Unlike the whor 
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“Minnie and Victor,” 


© Wing 
ht doy, 


nd fey 
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bons delic ately ¢ 


fes he slaughtere dm 


She smiled si 
lightly, a sad smile. “Thar' 
at's because I 
pec ing _ sir, in payment for a life badly ied” ee 
eye Pacts me, lady” the Ripper sid 
fou'te quite wrong about . 


“re ji thar,” she ered, “ 
We're just generally not polite ¢ answered, “We all da 


enough to admit it,” 


. Twenty 


‘, trembling hand grabbed 
sensed something deeply 
s of 


ye bale © n, revealing, the bodi¢ 


door ope! 
a w the P 


f he'd already seen the scene, in 


he the 
he felt as i 


ss serie silence. “Elizabeth! 


His pain’ 
Blizabeth!” 

He raced into ¢ 
witha daincy bite missing 5 
fable, The bed was made, the 
dresser drawers lay open and he 
haphazardly. 

Her absence was a mortal blow, caving 
asthe monsters clenched fist. Stricken, he stumbled our of the 
room, muttering and shaking his head 

“Oh no, oh no, oh no.” 

He turned his head toward the rest of the room and sca 
the two bodies. Minnie’s chest rose and fell evenly, but otherwise 
she didn't move, Victor Moritz moaned slightly. 

Feeling as if moving his own body were a struggle to carry & 
heavy corpse, Frankenstein forced himself to the side of his 
best friend. He kneeled and hoisted Victor's shoulders up. 

“Victor! Victor!” Frankenstein shouted, slapping him in the 
face, “Wake up! Whar happened? Where is Elizabeth? Where?” 

Victor's head twisted and his eyes rolled, sometimes meeting 
Frankenstein's impatient gaze, sometimes staring at nothing 


he bedroom. It was empty. Cold dry toast 


at by a full cup of tea on 
isturbed. Her 


her window 


sheets barely di 


1c clothes were strewn about 


in his chest as surely 
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him myself? 
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could, ‘ 
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thespor we met, If I read nothing in the papers I'll assu 
syouand Lean come toa beneficial mutual arrangement 
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Jack the Ripper 
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Note and foot i 
d foot in hand, Frankenstein slumped to his knees. 


This was i 
oa ia As much as hed tried to avoid it, as much as 
Sic oa to avoid it, he would have to do as the Ripper 
nea Ete his experiments, to cross the line and collect 
aed, and the pieces he would need in order to makes 
He oe pee that would satisfy this killer. 
aiiasbt be looked a ce severe fons and decided 0 ty 
sh bucket of ice to preserve it: It wat Siesbs #25 
ly wasn't much tissue damage yet- 
for Elizabeth, his 


_In spite of himself, in spite of is 
ip for Victor, in splee of every compassionare Hams i 


Steady as th, 
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er Fwenty-One 
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sphote world gone v0 he devil?” 
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fall weight of his cll, Teuronic form at 


sted news, Exile 
ng himself 
the 
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His mask 

boleed co his 

from throwing the 
seated DEVIN. 

Devin leaned back 
wih the sort of silent disapproval only 
muster. 

Youd do well to remember,” Devin sai 
no authority here other than what I afford you as a coMrtet) In 
exchange, I expect you to keep from making inappropriate 
utbutsts, especially with the press so eager to male clowns of 
usall.” 
Krogh was sufficiently chastened, though his body still vi- 
brated with anger. He forced himself back into his stiff wooden 
chair. 
aa went on. “We've got to stop being our own worst 

rt Féve made it easy enough with poor Mary Blyss bleeding 
to death under our very noses. With a new ‘Ripper’ killing, the 
press is now convinced Frankenstein and his monster are mot 
the killers, leaving us responsible for the face that che real criminal 
is free and on the street.” 

his happen Tf they move 
Je will kill again.” 


coolly in his chair and stared at Krogh 
an Englishman could 


That you have 


Devin shrugged. “The ay 
news. Unlike our makeshift be 
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e? I don't know how 
here, since 185] 


this brute says ‘good’ 
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ay Norton from T. § Eliot and | 
ae agains it for plagiarism,” ‘i i 

c jut it’s killed, It's killed so n 
‘Tom them to pieces ay 


Devin sighed, 


” Krogh said weakly 


“Yes. Yes, I'd expecte 
make such a defense eS mer 
Blyss and the attack on Profesor La bie 
back on the so-called new Ripper 
occupi 
“oe Courts may decide to wipe their hands of it and 
<4 ly to the wishes of Franker _ 
want him sent back to Germany, s 
Prison for the Criminally Insan 
compromise.” 
Krogh’s shoulders 
; slumped. “I have come so fat, worked 80 
hard, sacrificed so much, for this?” 
ae oe have some perspective. Much asi pss 
a Sao fee isn't unreasonable. Suppose some other 
done this fo your son, a wolf? Would you blame the 





ampini, their attention is 


With the public elsewhere 


nstein's attorneys, They 
someplace called the Neustadt 


i. Seward’s was a hard-won 
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jo ed and went O° My case from th 
w win bliin! ', stop there. My “ pee 
i he bad news oe 1 killings According to te : 
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ft ae s seen 
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ihesme le jon, Lio longer consider him 
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major 097" pee 

oh hice, “What 

Kings ace went afraid,” Devin said. “So while our 
phate the ruth of ie, im a ‘soraiiea 
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can refrain fir 
twenjoy my courtesy here until 
“ transfer are resolved. My resources must 


{iate issues involving 


| the immed 
+ now be 






the prisone 
concentrated elsewhere. I'm sorry. 


“Dovetail?” Krogh said numbly, 
“Connected to form a stronger 








“Intertwined,” Devin said. 
bond, Would you care for me co spell it?” 

Krogh nodded and pulled out his bool 
the word, a young officer knocked at the 
“Stimpson is ready for you, sit.” 

“All right, Again, I'm terribly sorry it’s all gone down like 
this, Krogh, old man, but there it is,” Devin said as he rose, 

Krogh stood as well, blocking Devin's exit. 

“Before you go, would you tell me something else, 


“IfI'm able.” 
“Do you in your heart believe its, even Passi 
Frankenstein built this creature from the dead?” 

Devin looked at Krogh, eyes full of pity: “No sin, 1do 106 
There is no evidence of that, and the argument itself, prisma: 
facie, is foolish. Pechaps the question you'd best 
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- down there, I'd 
josie Ute ad hissed, “If there #anyons down there 


red 
devin rem P Siiass 
i550 4 ‘ 
; Useless word, Monster After 
if it chased you A 


nonsters 
rolling pin. The storm 


5 all, what wasn't a 


Monster: 
‘Alion was 1 


bore down on you 


spouse was a 


with a 


monster? 
cotding to the weather service. 


ifthe 
head was a monster, aC 
me, that was a monstef, 


monster, 
brewing over 
Devin's ram 

Bur there was now 


bitter shar foo. 


hing preternatural about any of that, was 


there? 

‘The sound didn't 
to himself that he was wondering if ic cou 
prisoner. Wounded, hurt, hit by bullets again and again, hed 
The theory was he'd reached the 


come again, but even Devin had to admit 


Id be the escaped 


vanished after his escape. 
sewer system. Without a sighting since, everyone was starting 
to believe he'd died down there. But if he hadn't, maybe he 
moved through the tube tunnels, trying to head out of London, 
or toward fewer people. 

Hampstead Heath was a natural location for both. 

Pointed down, the weak light of Devin’s torch made out @ 
wide-open area, In a few more moments, they arrived at the 
bottom, 5 

The North End Station wasn't even a station, really, just # 
section of the curved tube tunnel that had been Wi but 
not even tiled, leaving the unfinished comerete 
platform had ever been built, and the last step 
small flat area that barely held the seven men. To 
the area, they had to climb down a series of! 
brought them down to the level of 






W circles shon, 


ON bare wa 
ack here are walls, 


fier the train’ pass 

YOU See anything 
he moved on, 

his soggy shoes, He led 

88 the tracks and into the 

lita square of ceiling and 


dire, and 
ed, abour 
other chan 


“Not a cross tunnel,” Devi, 

— a “cvin said, noting the shape. "May be 

After Several yards, the tunnel Opened into a lange rectangul 
spa with the typical wi at large rectangular 
“2d et = ute Squares of the London transport 
They its entrance, the 5 large for 

zi : space too large for 

Sever. Devin made out old crates, awkwardly 

Covered in a chin layer of 
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que SH 
uy hear chat, 8 
t answet, 
His, and 


d across the 


é: 
4 h light danced act 
to find the 


his tore 
oa trying, but failings 


pid yo" 
Devin didn 
the wal 

« Devin said, stepping in. 


rte 
han on the 


a look,” 
was sharper here t 
sir soles 
hermain tunnel. The scraping of their se 
2 hem 
ie the tile ind crashed back at t 
hie the tiled walls a 
iat the floor 
ho that made it impossi 


JOU gly a rat, but lets have 
Pia d of theic footsteps 


‘The sound of 
aairwell oF in 
aga 
row foweps care fom. 
Ne haroff he light and stand sill a minute,” Devin 
“fit's an animal, the more we're hidden, the sooner it will 


ble to tell even where 


said. 
show itself.” 

The young bobby hesitated, then complied 

‘As Devin flicked off his torch, the web of black that threat 
ened them on the stairs swallowed them whole. Strange flashes, 
like light, skittered before his eyes. 

“Give yourself a moment to adjust. And listen, listen,” 
Devin whispered. 

Devin started listening himself. Air whistled through the 
Wain tunnel they'd left behind. Somewhere, drops of water fell 
oval ra and plinked on the ground. Eyes growing accus- 

gloom, Devin pivoted his head toward the entrance 
and noticed a dull brown glow. He frowned 

A there light down here? Did we miss it because of the torches? 
a grew in intensity, interspersed by a strange 

What the devil is that? The train? les early 

Devin's reverie was broken by a loud thud, the sound af a 
body droppin, . P , 
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coat. crates ho! bering 
Though Devin hag nt i8 a limp Coline’ 2 Me 
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llow white face an 5G, Seen it in the light Olin alae by h 
Power. He, for i) end shapen skull had in chains, here the 
ad a 
he had no quaiing si mundane imagination, Sire sro 
Bei about calling this thing Hi suddenly found 


evin did not ex, sur 
. in did 
PECt tO survive this 


Sh, he had to try. He shone the fash 


as it 
Pur its arms to its fa 


ice, drop- 
ins the shore dist d 


: ance to the ground. 
= flat, giant head was full of scars 
Sd ad tried to kill it. With Collins 

evin fired, hitting it in the shoulder. 











ae aoe but then realizing some- 

i. ate killed him instead of running, 

? n they thought during its escape. 
to lick its wounds, 

ce that would be—looking for the 
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fit er all in 
5g 00d Oi he Rippet 

ee nstet 
dene ined the me fingers t© his throat, and 


pur ovo f 





collins, 





J Nowe warn she others 
Good jose noche’ "Devin started blowing 
», he rose and stumbled 
«a and blew again 
d whine of the comt 
reach time, 


When there 
down the 
This time, 






kc to the main tun! 
ble an 


and again, bu! 
the shrill sound more and more. 


a kaleidoscope of snaking gray 
h blackened windows. It 
ar darkness glow. 


ng train. 
the train 






corridor, bact 4 
he heard the distant rum! 


Frantic, he blew again 
spew louder, overwhelming 

‘The train flashed by him, 
metal and yellow light shining throug 
roared offdown the tunnel, making even the f 
Devin waited as it receded, then blew his whistle again. 

But there was nothing, nothing. Where were they? 

He turned offhis torch, hoping darkness would make it easier 
brown glow down the 















to sce their light. Instead all he saw wa 

tracks, which, for the longest time, he believed was the train in 

the distance. 

‘hee it didn't change or diminish, when instead it seemed 

ee brighter, Devin realized it wasn the train atall. There 
ae more than the monster down here. 

(eae fearful of drawing further attention to himself, 

Se lowered the whistle from his lips and crept forward. As 
ae haze grew brighter, it seemed to flash, lke a series of 

: aie flashbulbs. The closer he got, the more he also 

‘ | There was a crackle, a hum, and a low rumble, not at all 
ike a train, but clearly from some sort of machine. 

As he neared a bend in the tracks, he realized che li 

sounds were noc from the main tunnel ac all, by 






































2S wrapped complen at 16 be 

king like an Egyptian 

: h though 

half ings, 
5 1, save th 

metal touched the sides of the 
; device of 
pe ‘a long pole, In its 
® vertical, rising up co the height of the 


And there, j i 
ics. pete midst of what looked to Devin like the 
rable insides of a wireless radio, stood Baron 


“ in a drab green lab coat, his hands covered 
: his back arched, his head leaning forward as 


dar the only other moving figure in the room. 









fr B€ was a man, thick, misshapen, attempting 
the folds of a gentleman's cape. But 
pa nature of his yoice as he snarled 
=< and you, Mr, Baron! Would 
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had been 
He was 


edt eae Fifth body, which 
ty crates. ; 
bdomen with his 
a spider. 


i e' f 
he probing legs o! 
a I spend mending 
away from the experiment! The storm 


me . 
on portunity will only 


ill : 
aie eae es peak and our window of OP 


is nearly EC, 3 
jong! 
isc then to bleed to deat 

“No!” 

‘The man raised his blade. “Leave them Mr. Baron, or old 
Jack will cut you open worse!” 

Frankenstein stopped and eyed him, his face a placid sheet 
except for the sneer. “Go ahead. Kill me if you like. Then you 
an try to remove your own brain and put it in the body!” 

‘Theman clenched his fists and shook. “Ahhh! You're a senti- 
ae Clown! You'll be the death of your wife, Frankenstein! 

lot I!” 

“Shut up! You're only making this take longer, Make yourself 
useful, check the lines for the kites. I had to run them alll the 
ba Up the ventilation shafts. We must be certain the wires are 
al taut and untangled.” 

The man toa some air through his nose. “Where are the 
veal tunnel on 

Frankenstein's tone softened slightly. es 
Follow the main wires.” 
ashes Tt 


h!” the man said. 
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lore, ij 
the Ripper said, gnashing his teeth 
PP to do with this? What? T 
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he first black 
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tsaid, again curt 
und ¢ 


nim his back 


» che Rippe 
nis thick fingers arO" 


released it, He was about to ™ 


ee then 

insplien closed the distance beewe © them, # 
tine ebarel of his gus © F the Ripper’s head 
“aes make a move OF a soun 
» Devin whispered. 

but strained his eye 


could have already, sir, 





























ove to the second 


rose, and 


the back o! 
1d, ot I'll happily blow your 


¢ to look around. “If 


he whis- 


filchy head off,” 

‘the Rippet froze, 
you waneed to do that, You 
pered back. 

Devin shook his head. “Much as I'd like, 
you and bring you to trial.” 

So you like to play fairly? How about you pur the gun 
down and we settle this fairly, with knives?” 

“You misunderstand. You are und: 

sti fou are under arrest. Now slowly, put 
et behind your back,” Devin said 
Ripper complied. As 

Bathe Ripper in z . saan clicked the handeuffs on 
le , “Might I at least have the pleasure of a 


it’s my job to arrest 


“Chief Inspec 
: pector Devin,” De: 
Bie — eo? evin,” Devin answered. At once, the 
evin e 
ee pe eitsied the cuffs, making them dig into his chick 
a What's so funny, you devil?” 
a este your dismissal in the papers, So, you Finally 
ai job, bur a bit too late, eh?” the Ripper said. “Too fare 
ser Blyss in any case.” 
ts 
Rig DO cackle was cut shore when Devi rarumed the 
‘alg forehead into the concrete wall. 
'm going to cry very hard nor to make any” 
move!” Devin said, shoving 
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Tm telling y 
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Frankenstein k 


he try something 


“gain to stand still, Baron, [ 


shoor 


bbing 7 
ichigo Tubbing his hair, slapping his 


Tsaid, STAND 
“Tsaid, stir 
Olt he fired ee oe Devin shouted. To bereer make hi 


© BUN toward the ceiling 
eee ceiling. Bits o 
in fee Where the bullet ladged, 


ca » Chest heaving « 
MiSs Fate wil bein yon, ben vine: “Very wel, Inspector. My 


f concrete dust 








ds, 
« Frank “Teed His body remained motionless 
head Slightly to the side, briefly 
of a pale reprile, 
#* that long device hanging above 
ifuser. Righ oS 


now, it's building 
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eNSTEIN 
or pRANKENSTE he storm 
ypisHADO -s flying in © 1 
im , hiring kites his equipment me 
fighting ge, all this ¢ us 
n at chat ary 
a hate ie elease FA cee this tunnel and bu 
up Unless” force to collaps pe it.” 
ve us sugh force dischargs 
ode with eN0YE“eyou must et me to decide whether 
iy rein sald nt, trying to E 
iL" Franke he strange equipmet  apeased in intensity. The 
‘ y incres 
cate nor. The crackling ver, “All right, Baron shut 
to believe {to hum with powe ; 


seemed x 
do it quickly. 


noved slowly and d 


whole 100 
iedown but 

Frankenstein 1 
any control panels 
1e wires from the 


|eliberately toward one of 
; enter. 

and indicated a large lever in the ce 

kites and allow the energy 


do with me 


the ma 
“This will disconnect th 


fel D id you can 
dissipate safely. Just let me pull ic and yc 
to dissipate sa 


what you will.” 
odded. 

Ica Devin, Heankenscin pulled dom a 
lever, 

Electric arcs cascaded through the equipment, crackling 
louder and faster en route to the thing the baron had called a 
diffuser. Before Devin realized what was happening, he felt the 
gun in his hand pulled toward the diffuser by a tremendous 
force. As he struggled ro hold the gun, a hot white are flew 
from one of the diffuser’ spheres directly into his gun. Atonee 
his whole body felt stiff, paralyzed. 

Then everything went black 


Voices sparred in blackness . 
"Damn you, sit! Will you take these handeufls off me 
now?” Jere! 
“No, you'll keep them on until the cxperipan 
Te seen what your hands do when meer jane 
“This is not acceptable. ‘This is nots faced with = 
does when 
“Then I suggest you do whas al tie er 
new sinuation: Adapt 













Should be Gia 
What did yor 


" iu do to 
me: 
Frankenstein 


2” Devin asked 


fhe ae 
Slightly. “Part of what T told x 
ou was 


. The odds were in 
ae but I have to say I was a bit 
ind your gun. Do believe me when | 
awake and well, I very much wanta 


man of 
feason tf A 
o wi - 
Heness what's about to happen here,” 


Frankenstein said. 


As he stood 
° . that the R. is 

aga behind him ithe eS seated, his hands 

al ted his 4 
bine chi gaze and motioned coward the 
“tts you have to understand is that { am 
tis'man is. He says he is the original Jack the 
apie @ brew that utilizes a fresh 
ed this claim at first, but having 
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4 certain anomalies 1” his physical 
" strange well be 


nalies 
story may 


HE sHAL 
‘ove’ 


om, [ve dise 
os believe his 5 


Jead me °° 


f 
jon hat 


a man such as myself 
ertheless, 


» Devin said- 
d. “Perhaps, but 


me. 
preposterous 
jin the preposterous. Nev 


Frankenste!? sheugee 
hasgotte? used to traffic kin, 
eis responsible for the recent murd 

ff you're innoe sia 


"Devin said. 
stein laughed bitterly, bringing 

c found. No, Inspector Devin, 
4s I said earlier, he has my 


is brain in @ 


Jers.” 
vt, release me, and help me bring him to 


justices 

Franken: out his natural sneer. 
sas fa jury of my peers could by 
much as I'd like to, I can't You see, 3 
wife and won't tell me where she is until I've put hi 


new, immortal body.” 
He pointed toward the thing on the table, now covered ima 


sheet, “That one.” 
The Ripper shouted, rising. “Don’t tell him, you idiot! Now 


Ti have to kill him!” 
Frankenstein wheeled at the Ripper and spoke as ifto an unruly 
dog. “And I said no more killing! | want something mone than 
beast to understand what I'm accomplishing here! As for your 
Precious identity, I promise you, it won't be a concern” 
Ripper huffed and glared, “Ir had beerer nor be.” 
e aiming himself, he turned back to Devin. “Some people 
lieve life came from some powerful spirit taming # primordial 
chaos, call it God if you like, who invested it with shaPs 


Purpose. Others, scientists, believe life formed 147 
natural conditions, most likely in chet Se RuERs SA 
true, bur it’s only part of che solurion- see 1) 

life came from the sky niotsfromsome S 

but from the lightning: Elect 
tame, is juse the small 

in those fantastic © 





"A mistake, A bad br 


aly 


Devin frowned. « 


- TI 
ere in the tunnels,” hen you don’t know? 


an Te’s still alive, and 
4n lunged forward, “ 
; Coa ard. “Whar? Spill alive?” 
$0 it couldn't knock 


not ’ 
eS far. It’s wounded, but not 0 
one of my men and threa- 


his , 
his head slightly and stared ahead, focusing 
the ray Ete all chose wounds, even 

" not let it dic. Stunning,” 
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a ie 

Tie 4, Tia behind my back 
so with my Lae ce cae 
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far will be done, n dea 

You am 

tion.” 

The Ripper al 
Frankenstein ¢ 
something inside De 

farand believed. “You cant 

hemudnes to give a killer a powe 
be unstoppable! It would be nothing 


ly relishing, his 
act Now, 


come 
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orm is at it 
and then 


first 


med. “Now? 


hecked a dial and 1 
vin snapped, and he finall 
“You must realize it would 


nodded. “Yes.” 
ly shook with 


1” he cried. 
ful body like that! He would 


short of evil to accede to 


his wishes!" 
The Ripper smiled 


kill you and your men, This one’s different than me. He just 


“Oh, he’s not evil, or he'd have let me 


thinks he loves his wife.” 
“Baron Frankenstein, you mustn't! 

: The baron turned from his equipment ro face Devin one 

tains his features softening, He came close and spoke qui- 

cole the Ripper would not hear. “I know you've mo reason ty 

¥ i must trust me. There is a point. One which Tsuspect: 
roudo nor agree with, at leat you'll appreciate.” 

a was not comforted and went back to worki 

Peticwin turned to the Ripper and helped ie 6s 

“I'l require one last thing from you.” ain 

The Ripper glared. and gritted bis Ae he 
have little left, I've half a mind to ke F 


ing on his 





Negates that necessity,” 
Yes. It’s work heey 
close your eyes 
He flipped 
through the m 


@momenr,” 


a lever and 


a 
eat it once el 


a lectric arc 
and across the IC arcs undulated 


ait. As the 
lipped more levers elif ns 


erratic, explosi 
plosive, but full of power 


betwee 
een 
n the two, between the man 


as if trying to f 

“A ; ree them- 

oe Etat down. When they seemed 
ied new fire into them. When 


‘Splayed, he h 
oned th, 
: em, when they split, he drew them 


ee current and, in time, j 
: a time, it bowed to his will. Ir was 
eae it down into the room. 
ae t¢ cosmic diffuser began to 
throbbing to whice heat, fading to 


| of smoldering 


ne 

nd 

ceases @ one 

few wisps of smoke and the sme 
ae 

pber gloves 


pulled off his rut 
he diffuser 


gp Frankenstein 
fhe wrapped body. Fe pushed 
1 off the circular 


"unwanted toys Tippee 
t the room Gently, rev- 


1, held his breath, and 


‘. 

rein, patil 
and rushed up 0 & 
aide as if it were 
hands, and tossed « 
exently he knelt by the finge 
stared, 

Within seconds of having his attention, they trembled, 
flexed, and clenched. 

Sill breathing, heavy, 
guests. 
‘Wsalive” he whispered hoarsely, and though he 
motionless, Devin could see a powerful shudder run the lei 
ofthe baron's body. 
eee Binees said, his own voice trembling with 
eon already, how are you going to get mY 
a ee turned to him, his black eyes glowing with a 
thing Ya rat put the Ripper’s to shame. “You fool. The only 

aye brain in is the grave.” 
re re another word could be spoken, Frankenstein started 

pull off the bandages. As soon as its white, bony lees Wes a 


free, he helped it to sitting and started vo remove | 
Vealing, bit by bit, a short bur rm. th 
vaguely female. 


an 
hem carelessly abou 
1s of its hand 


Frankenstein rose and faced his captive 
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‘ 
ff 
1 een ea “a” he screamed 
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Beate T ane Forward. The head OMT 
The Hine ai Behe renviof the body were ch 
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Frankenstein 6) 


‘m no murderer. But my children seem to havea 


cane kill you. 1 

fanack fori.” 
Devin, still strugglin; : 

“aron, don't be insane! You cant just let it kill him! 


g with his own bonds, called out, 


Frankenstein threw a glance at Devin. “Don't you see the 
beauty of it, Inspector? It's up to him.” Then he turned back 
to the Ripper, who'd walked himself backwards into a con- 
crete wall and now eyed all the possible exits from the 
room, 

“Tell me,” Frankenstein said, as the handcuffed Ripper tried 
to balance the need for speed with a greater need to remain 
sanding. “Tell me where my wife is and I'll tell you how you 

can still live.” 

(Not Never! Let the bitch die!” 

‘Then Fillet it have you,” 
wea ahhh” it hissed, coming forward, gaashing its 


The Ripper looked around like a trapped beast: The now 
teature was picking up speed and only a few yard away. He 
a. small crave at it. Ie caught ie in one har noted ee 
Wood in its fingers. Ie didi even carn ies gaze from 
shards and splinters cumbled co che floor 
splinters 
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“I wonder if y. 
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you ie gue to face you. Bur I'll kc 
a 
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but you i 
ould easily 


equipmen' 
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Hardo'you want from me? All I want now i889 
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eet him first. But what do you 


yours if my creature doesn't 
‘ou must believe I didn’t kill those 
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Ripper? He's 


ing, oF worse, as we speak 


want with me? By now 
women,” 
Devin fought to hold the gun steady. H 


from even one shot would cause him terrific agony 
| Baron, Bue murder wasnie the 


was sute the recoil 
“I'm not 


certain what to believe anymore 


only crime committed,” Devin said 

Frankenstein smiled slightly. “What else? The theft of pros- 
rtutes! bodies that no one was ever going to claim for burial 
me, if you like, but 


anyway? Blame the man who sold them to f 
heir chance 


I dare say the Ripper's victims might thanleme for ¢ 


at justice,” 
Devin eyed the frantic Ripper 9 he scrambled about the 
floor, inches ahead of the horrid thing that pursued him. - 
“Is chat justice?” he asked. 
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The only reason the Ripper had survived this long 
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“Bur maybe you eun slow her ap 
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na whore, a coll 
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be done in by a whore. Not eve lection of bits of 


whores, whores he'd already cur up. If he o1 


free, if he only had his knife, he could juse cut ic up all oyer 
apain. Held do it again, somehow. Then he'd find Frankenstein 


and take care of his bitch of a wife. 
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overcoat app 
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6 calm they reflecte 
ent display, 


d the 


x and the seas © 


ight was clea ‘ 
the magnific 


pe aan + flac mirror. Despite 
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Jergoing a diffi i 
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cult recoverys 


stared at the sea. 
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ing better?” 
baron’ lips faded. “Her recovers 


The polite smile on the 
have her home again. 


difficult as well. I'll be glad to 
The captain nodded and stepped back. “You should try ro get 
her some air on this lovely night. It looks a though someone 
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Pulled the stars from the sky and sprinkled them on the wal 


“Yes,” Frankenstein said. “Ill ry.” 
He took a final drag on the cigaretté» 
stub out over the dark water, Fora 
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glow was extinguished. 
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He pretended not to see it 
was just fine. Then he stepped ba 
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